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)N THE POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS 

OF THE 

HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND ; 

CONSIDERED AS THE SUBJECT OF POETRY. 

J^nsorilieTf to i^r* 3foi^n 3i|Bmc* 

loME ! thou retum'st from Thames^ whose naiads 
long 

Have seen thee lingering with a fond delay^ 

Mid those soft friends whose hearts^ some fu- 
ture day, 
(hall melt, perhaps, to hear thy tragic song. 
^, not unmindful of that cordial youth * 

Whom, long endear'd, thou leavestby LaTanfs 
Together let us wish him lasting truth [side; 

And joy untainted, with his destined bride. 

* A gentlemao of the name of Barrow, who introduced 
lome to CoHim. 

VOL. in. B 
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2 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. P. V, 

6oJ nor regardless, while these numbers boast 

My shortlived bliss, forget my social name ; 
But think, far off, how, on the southern coast, 

I met thy friendship with an equal flame ! 
Fresh to that soil thou tum'st, where every vale 

Shall prompt the poet, and his ckmg demand : 
To thee thy copious subjects ne'er shall fail ; 

Xhou need'st but take thy pencil to thy hand. 
And paint what all believe who own thy genial 
land. 

There must thou wake perforce thy Dorit quill ; 

Tis Fancy's land to which thou sett'st thy feet; 

Where still, 'tis said, the fairy people meet, 
Beneath each birken shade, on mead or hill. 
'There each trim Ian, that skims the milky store. 

To the swart tribes their creamy bowls allots ; 
By night they sip it r6und the cottage door. 

While airy minstrels warble jocund notes. 
There every herd, by sad experience, knows . 

How, wing'd vdth Fate, their elf-shot arrows fly, 
When tiie sick ewe her summer food foregoes, 

Or, stretch'd on earth, the heart-smit heifers lie*. 
Such airy beings awe the' untutor'd swain : 

Nor thou, though leam'd, his homelier thoughts 
neglect ; 
Let thy sweet Muse the rural faith sustain ; 

These are the themes of simple sure effect, 
That add new conquests to her boundless reign, 
And fill, with double force, her heart-commanding 
strain. 

E'en yet preserved, how often mayst thou hear, 
Where to the pole the Boreal mountains run. 
Taught by the father, to his listening son, [ear. 

Strange lays, whose power had charm'd a Spenser's 
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At every pause, before thy mind possess'd. 

Old Runic bards shall seem to rise around, 
With uncouth lyres, in many-colour'd vest, 

Their matted hair with boughs fantastic crown'd : 
Whether thou bidd'st the well taught hind repeat 

The choral dirge that mourns some chieftain 
brave. 
When every shrieking maid her bosom beat. 

And Btrew'd with choicest herbs his scented 
grave! 
Or whether, sitting in the shepherd's shiel*. 

Thou hear'st some sounding tale of war's alarms ; 
When at the bugle's call, with fire and steel, 

ITie sturdy clans pour'd forth their brawny 

swarms, [arms. 

And hostile brothers met, to prove each other's 

'Tis thine to sing how, framing hideous spells. 

In Sky's lone isle, the gifted wizard-seer. 

Lodged in the wintry cave with Fate's fell spear, 
Or in the depth of Uisf s dark forest dwells : 

How they, whose sight such dreary dreams 
engross. 
With their own visions oft astonish'd droop, 
" When, o'er the watery strath or quaggy moss, 
They see the gliding ghosts' unbodied troop : 

Or, if in sports, or on the festive green. 
Their destined glance some fated youth descry. 

Who now, perhaps, in lusty vigour seen> 
And rosy health, shall soon lamented die. 

For them the viewless forms of air obey ; 
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair : 

They know what spirit brews the stormful day, 

• A smnraer bat, boilt in the high fwrt of the monntalDi, to 
tend their toclti in the warm season, when the pastare is ftn*. 
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And artless, oft like moody madness, stare 

To see the phantom train their secret wcnrk prepare. 

To monarchs dear, some himdred miles astray, 

Oft have they seen Fate give the fatal blow ! 

The seer, in Sky, shriek'd as the blood did flow. 
When headless Charles warm on the scaffold lay ! 
As Boreas threw his young Aurora* forth. 

In the first year of the first George's reign. 
And battles raged in welkin of the North, 

They mourn'd in air, fell, fell rebellion slain! 
And as, of late, they joy'd in Preston's fight, 

Saw, at sad Falkirk, all their hopes near crownM ! 
'They raved ! divining, through their second sightf. 

Pale, red Culloden, where these hopes were 
drown'd ! 
Illustrious William X ! Britain's guardian name ! 

One William saved us from a tyrant's stroke : 
He, for a sceptre, gain'd heroic fame, [broke. 

But thou, more glorious. Slavery's chain hast 
To reign a private man, and bow to Freedom's yoke ! 

These, too, thou'lt sing ! for well thy magic Muse 
Can to the topmost heaven of grandeur soar ; 
Or stoop to wail the swain that is no more ! 

Ah, homely swains ! your homeward steps ne'er 
lose: 

• By yonng Aarora Collins nndonbtedly meant the first ap- 
pearance of the northern lights, which happened aboat the 
year 1715; at least, It is most highly probable, from this peca> 
liar circorostance, that no ancient writer whatever has talc'en 
any notice of them, nor (fVen any one modern, previous to the 
above period. 

t Second sight is the term that is used for the divination of 
the Highlanders. ^ 

t The late Dulce of Cnmberland, who defeated the Pretender 
at the battle of Colloden. 
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Let not dank Will * mislead you to the heath ; 
Dancing in murky night, o'er fen and lake. 

He glows to draw you downward to your death, 
In his bewitch'd, low, marshy, willow brake : 
What though for off, from some dark dell espied, 

His glimmeringmazes cheer the'excursiye sight, 
Yet turn, ye wanderers, turn your steps aside, 

Nor trust the guidance of that faithless light : 
For watchful, lurking, mid the' unrustling reed. 

At those murk hours the wily monster lies, 
And listens oft to hear the passing steed, 

And frequent round him rolls his sullen eyes, 
If chance his savage wrath may some weak wretch 
surprise. 

Ah, luckless swain, o'er all unbless'd, indeed ! 

Whom late bewilder'd in the dank dark fen. 

Far from his flocks and smoking hamlet, then ! 
To that sad spot where hums the sedgy weed ! 

On him, enraged, the fiend, in angry mood, 
Shall never look with pity's kind concern. 

But instant, furious, raise the whelming flood 
O'er its drown'd banks, forbidding all return ! 

Or, if he meditate his wish'd escape 
To some dim hill that seems uprising near, 

To his faint eye the grim and grisly shape. 
In all its terrors clad, shall wild appear. 

Meantime the watery surge shall round him rise, 
Pour'd tndden forth from every swelling source ! 

What now remains but tears a^d hopeless sighs ? 

* A fiery meteor, called by vaiiont names, aach at Will with 
the Wisp, Jack wkh the Lantern, &c. It hovers in the air over 
marshy and fenny places. 
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Hi8 fear-shook limbs haye lost their youthful forc< 
And down the waves he floats, a pale and breati 
less corse! 

For him in yain his anxioiu wife shall wait. 

Or wander forth to meet him on his way : 

For him in vain at to-fall of the day. 
His babes shall linger at the' unclosing gate ! 
Ah, ne'er shall he return ! Alone, if night 

Her travel'd limbs in broken slumbers steep ! 
With drooping willows dress'd, his mournful sptii 

Shall visit sad, perchance, her silent sleep : 
Then he, perhaps, with moist and watery hand. 

Shall fondly seem to press her shuddering cheel 
And with his blue swoln face before her stand, 

And shivering cold, these piteous accents speak 
' Pursue, dear wife, thy daily toils pursue, 

At dawn or dusk, industrious as before ; 
Nor e'er of me one helpless thought renew. 

While I lie weltering on the osier'd shore,' 
Drown'd by the Kelpie's* wrath, nor e'er shal 
aid thee more !' 

Unbounded is thy range ; with varied skill 
Thy Muse may, like those feathery tribes whic 

spring 
From their rude rocks, extend her skirting win 

Round the moist marge of each cold Hebrid ish 
To that hoar pile f which still its ruins shows 

• The water fiend. 

t One of the Hebrides ii called the Isle of Piemiet ; when 
it is reported, that several miniatare bones of the haman sp 
cies have been dog ap in the ruins of a chapel there. 
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In whose small yanks a pigmy folk is found, 

Whose bones the delver with his spade npthrows, 
And culls them, wondering, from the hallowed 

ground! 
Or thither*, where beneath the showery west, 

The mighty kings of three fair realms are laid : 
Once foes, perhaps, together now they rest. 

No slaves reyere them, and no wars invade : 
Yet frequent now, at midnight's solemn hour. 

The rifted mounds their yawning cells unfold. 
And forth the monarchs stalk vnth sovereign power, 

In pageant robes, and wreath'd with sheeny gold, 
And on their twilight tombs aereal council ho|d. 

^ But, oh ! o'er all, forget not Kilda's race, [tides, 

On whose bleak rocks, which brave the wasting 
" Fair Nature's daughter. Virtue, yet abides. 
Go ! just, as they, their blameless manners trace ! 

Hien to my ear transmit some gentle song, 
Of those whose lives are yet sincere and plain. 

Their bounded walks the rugged cliffs along. 
And all their prospect but the wintry main. 

With sparing temperance, at the needful time, 
They drain the scented spring : or, hunger-press'd, 

Alcmg the' Atlantic rock undreading climb. 
And of its eggs despoil the solan's t nest. 

Thus, bless'd in primal innocence they live. 
Sufficed and happy with that frugal fare 

Which tasteful toil and hmrily danger give : 
Hard is their shallow soil, and bleak and bare ; 

Nor ever vernal bee was heasAto murmur there ! 

* Icolmkill. one of the Hebrides, ivbere near sixty of tfie 
ancient Scottith, Irish, and Monvegian kings are interred. 

t Ad aqnatic bird like a goose, on th^ eofl of which the in- 
hahitaab oi St. KUda, another of the Hebrfafes, chiefly sabsisu 

'a 
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Nor need'st thou blush that such false theaies eii« 
gage 

Thy gentle mind, of faiier stores possess'd ; 
, For not alone they touch the village breast, 
But fill*d, in elder time, the' historic page. 

There Shakspeare's self, with every garland 
crown'd. 
Flew to those fairy climes his fancy sheen. 

In musing hour; his wayward sisters found, 
And with their terrors dress'd the magic scene. 

From them he sung, when mid his bold design, 
Before the Scot, afflicted and aghast, 

Jhe shadowy kings of Banquo's fated line 
Through the dark cave in gleamy pageant pass'd. 

Proceed ! nor quit the tales which, simply told. 
Could once so well my answering bosom pierce; 

Proceed, in forceful sounds and colour bold, 
The native legends of thy land rehearse ; 
To such adapt thy lyre, and suit thy powerful verse. 

In scenes like these, which, daring to depart 

From sober truth, are still to Nature true, 

And call forth fresh delight to Fancy's view, 
The' heroic Muse employed her Tasso's art ; 

How have I trembled, when, atTancred's stroke. 
Its gushing blood the gaping cypress pour'd ! 

When each live plant with mortal accents spoke. 
And the wild blast upheaved the vanish*d sword ! 

How haveJE sai^.xphen piped the pensive wind, 
To hear his harp by British Fairfax strung ! 

Prevailing pooli whose undoubting mind 
Believed the magic wonders which he sung ; 

Hence, at each sound, imagination glows ! 
Hence, at each picture, vivid life starts here ! 

Hence his warm lay with softest sweetness flows ! 
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Melting it flows^ pure, munni;ring, strong, and 
clear, 

And fills the' impassion'd heart, and wins the' har- 
monious ear ! 

All hail, ye scenes that o'er my soul prevailj 
Ye splendid friths and lakes which, far away, 

Are by smooth Annan * fill'd, or pastoral Tay *, 
Or Don's* romantic springs^ at distance haU! 
The time shall come when I, perhaps, m&y tread 

Your lowly glens t o'erhung with spreading 
broom; 
Or o'er your stretching heaths, by Fancy led : 

Or o'er your mountains creep in awful gloom ! 
Then will I dress once more the faded bower 

Where Jonson t sat in Drummond*s classic shade ; 
Ot crop, frcNm Hyiotdale, each lyric flower, 

And mourn, on Yarrow's banks, where Willy's 
laid! 
Meantime, ye powers that on the plains which bore 

The cordial youth,on Lothian's plains§, attend ! — 
Where'er Home dwells, on hill or lowly moor. 

To him I love your kind protection lend. 
And, touch'd with love like mine, preserve my 
absent friend ! 

COLLINS. 

• Three riVers in Scotfaad. t Valleys. 

t Beo Jonson paid a visit on foot, in I619, to the Scottish 
poet Drommond, at his seat^pf Hawthornden, within foor 
miles of Edinbargh. See an accoont of a conversation which 
passed l)eCweea them, in Drommond's WorIcs,1711. 

Barrow, it seems, was at the Edinbnrgh University, which 

in tlie connty of Lotliian. 
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10 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. P. V. 

TO Slrt»ERSTlTION. 

I. 1. 

Hence to the realms of Night, dire demon, henoe 
Thy chain of adamant can bind 
That little world, the human mind, 
And sink its noblest powers to impotence. 
Wake the lion's loudest roar, 
Clot his shaggy mane with gore, 
With flashing fury bid his eyeballs shine, 
Meek is his savage sullen soul to thine ! 
Thy touch, thy deadening touch has steel'd th 
breast * [smiled 

Whence, through her rainbow shower, soft Pit 
Has closed the heart each godlike yirtue bless'd 
To all the silent pleadings of his child. 
At thy command he plants the dagger deep, 
At thy command exults, though Nature bids hii 
weep. 

I. 2. 

When, with a frown that froze the peopled earth i 
Thou dartedst thy huge head from high, 
Night waved 'her banners o'er the sky. 

And, brooding, gave her shapeless shadows birtl 
Rocking on the billowy air. 
Ha! what withering phantoms glare ! 

As blows the blast with many a sudden swell, 
, At each dead pause what shiill toned voices yell 

* An allaslon to the sacrifice of Iphigcnia. 
t LncretiiiB, 1. 63. 
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The sheeted spectre^ rising from the tomb, 
Points at the murderer's stab, and shudders by ; 

In every groy&is felt a heavier gloom, ^ 

That veils its genius from the vulgar eye : 
The spirit of the water rides the storm. 

And, through the mist, reveals the terrors of his 
form. 

I. 3.- 

O'er solid seas, where Winter reigns, 
And holds each moimtain wave in chains. 
The fur-clad savage, ere he guides his deer*,. 

By glistering starlight through the snow, 
Breathes softly in her wondering ear 
Each potent spell thou badest him know. 

By thee inspired, on India's sands t. 

Full in the sun the Bramin stands ; 

And, while the panting tigress hies 
To quench her fever in the stream, 

His spirit laughs in agonies t, 
Smit by the scorchings of the noontide beam, 

Mark who mounts the sacred pyre. 

Blooming in her bridal vest ; 
She hurls the torch ! she fans the fire ! 
To die is to be bless'd§ : 

She clasps her lord to part no more, 

And^ sighing, smks ! but sinks to soar. 

* When we were ready to set out, onr host mnttered some 
word* in the eari>r oar eatUe.— See a Voyage to the North of 
Europe in 1653. 

t The Bramina expose their hodiea to the intense heat of the 
son. 

X Rideas moriar. The conclaslon of an old Rnnic Ode. 

$ In the Yedas, or sacred writinn of the Hindoos, it is 
written, * She who dies with her hosbaad «ha\\ VV^ lot e'tvc 
with him in heaven.* 



12 ELEGANT B1TRACTS. P. T. 

O'enhadowing Scotia^s desert cotst^ 
The sisters sail in dusky state *; 
And, wrapp'd in clonds, in tempests toss'd. 
Weave the airy web of £Eite ; 
While the lone shepherd, near the shipless mainf. 
Sees o'er her hills advance the long-drawn ftmeral 
train. 

II. 1. 

Thou spakest, and lo! a new creation glow'd. 
Each unhewn mass of naked stone 
Was clad in horrors not its own, 
And at its base the trembling nations bow'd. 
Giant Error, darkly grand, 
Grasp'd the globe with irdn hand. 
Circled with seats of bliss, the Lord of Light 
Saw prostrate worlds adore his golden height. 
The statue, waking with immortal powers t. 
Springs from its parent earth, and shakes the 
spheres ; 
The indignant pyranud sublimely towers. 
And braves the effort of a host of years. 
Sweet Music breathes her soul into the wind. 
And bright-eyed Painting stamps the image of 
the mind. 

II. 2. 

Roimd their rude ark old Egypt's sorcerers risel 
A timbrel'd anthem swells the gale, < 
And bids the God of Thunders hail §, 

With lowings loud the captive God rej^lies. 

* The Fates of the Northera Mytfaology.-^See MaUetls An- 
tiqaities. 

t An allonion to the second sight. 

X See that fine description of the sadden animation of the 
Palladiam, in the second book of the JEneid. 

j The ball, Apis. 




ODES. It 

Clouds of incense woo thy smile, 

Scaly monarch of the Nile* ! 
But ah ! what myriads claim the bended knee t ! 
Go, count the busy drops that swell the sea. 
Proud land ! what eye can trace thy mystic lore, 

Lock'd up in characters as dark as night X ? 
What eye those long long labyrinths dare ex- 
plore^, 

To which the parted soul oft wings her flight ; 

Again to visit her cold cell of clay, [decay ! 

Charm'd with perennial sweets, and smiling at 

11.3. 

On yon hoar summit, mildly bright || 
With purple ether's liquid light, 
High o'er the world the white-robed Magi gaze 

On dazzling bursts of heavenly fire ; 
Start at each blue portentous blaze, 

Each flame that flits with adverse spire ; . 

But say, what sounds my ear invade f 

From Delphi's venerable shade? 
The temple rocks, the laurel waves ! 

* The Qodl The God!' the SybU cries. 
Her figure swells ! she foams, she raves ! 

Her figure swells to more than mortal size ! 

* The crocodile. 

t So nameroof were the Deities of Efjrpt, that, eccordinK 
to an ancient proverb, it was in that coontry leaa diflfeolt to 
find a god than a man. 

t The Hieroglyphics. 

§ The catacombs, in which the bodies of the earliest gene* 
rauons yet remain without cormption, by virtne of the gams 
that embalmed them. 

I * XIm Persians/ says Herodotus, < retecttbe use of temples, 
altars, and statues. 'Die tops of the highest mountains are the 
places chosen for sacrifices/ T. 131. Ine elements, and more 
particniariy fire, were the objects of their religious reverence. 

% An imitation of some wonderful lines in the Iliad. 
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Streams of rapture roll along, 

Silyer notes ascend the skies : 
Wake, Echo, wake, and catch the song. 

Oh, catch it ere it dies ! 
The Sybil speaks, the dream is\>'er,. 
The holy harpings charm no more. 
In vain she checks the god's control ; 
His madding spirit fills her frame. 
And moulds the features of her soul, 
Breathing a prophetic flame. 
The carem frowns ; its hundred mouths unclose ! 
And, in the thunder's voice, the fate of empire 
flows. 

III. 1. 

Mona, thy Druid rites awake the dead ! 

Rites thy brown oaks would never dare 

Even whisper to the idle air ; 
Rites that have chain'd old Ocean on his bed. 

Shiver'd by thy piercing glance, 

Pointless falls the hero's lance. 
Thy magic bids the imperial eagle fly*, 
And blasts th^ laureate wreath of victory. 
Hark, the bard's soul inspires the vocal string ! 

At every pause dread Silence hovers o'er : 
While murky Night sails roimd on raven wing. 

Deepening the tempest's howl, the torrent's 
roar; 
Chased by the mom from Snowdon's awftil brow^ 
Wliere late she sat and scowl'd on the black wave 
below. 

• Soe Tadtoi, 1. xiv. c. 89. 
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III. 2. 

Lo, steel-clad War his gorgeous standard rears ! 

The redcross squadrons madly rage *, 

And mow through infancy and age ; 
Then kiss the sacred dust and melt in tears. 

Veiling from the eye of day, 

Penance dreams her life away ; 
In cloistered solitude she sits and sighs, 
While from each shrine still small responses rise. 
Hear with what heartfelt beat the midnight bell 

Flings its slow summons through the hollow 
pile! 
The weak wan votarist leaves her twilight cell, 

To walk, with taper dim, the winding aisle ; 
With choral chantings vainly to aspire 
Beyond this nether sphere, on Rapture's wing of 
fire. 

III. 3. 

Lord of each pang the nerves can feel, 
Hence with the rack and reeking wheel. 
Faith lifte the soul above this little ball ! 

While gleams of glory open round. 
And circling choirs of angels call, 

Canst thou, with all thy terrors crown'd, 

Hope to obscure that latent spark 

Destined to shine when suns are dark? 
Thy triumphs cease ! through every land. 

Hark! Truth proclaims thy triumphs cease: 
^er heavenly form, with glowing hand. 

Benignly points to piety and peace. 

* This, remarkable event happened at the siege and sacic of 
JemtaleiD, in the last year of the eleventh century. Hume, I. 
221. 
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Flush'd with youth, her looks impart 

Each fine feeling as it flows ; 
Her voice, the echo of her heart. 

Pure as the mountain snows: 
Celestial transports round her play, 
And softly sweetly die away. 
She smiles ! and where is now the cloud 

That blacken'd o'er thy baneful reign? 
Grim Darkness furls her leaden shroud, 

Shrinking from her glance in vain. 
Her touch unlocks the dayspring from above. 
And lo ! it visits man with beams of light and love. 

ROGEBS. 



FRANCE. 



Ye clouds ! that far above me float and pause. 

Whose pathless march no mortal may control ! 

Ye Ocean-waves ! that, wherdsoe'er ye roll. 
Yield homage only to eternal laws! 
Ye woods that listen to the night-bird's singing, 

Midway the smooth and perilous steep reclined ; 
Save when your own imperious branches swinging 

Have made a solemn music of the wind ! 
Where, like a man beloved of God, 
Through glooms, which never woodman trod. 

How oft, pursuing fancies h<^y. 
My moonlight way o'er flowering weeds I wound. 

Inspired, beyond the guess of folly, 
By each rude shape and wild unconquerable sound ! 




ODES. 17 

Of ye loud wayes, and O, ye forests high, 
And O, ye clouds that far above me soar'd ! 

Thou rising sun, thou blue rejoicing sky ! 
Yea, every thing that is and will be free ! 
Bear witness for me, wheresoe'er ye be, 
With what deep worship I have still adored 

The spirit of divinest Liberty. 

When France in wrath her giant limbs uprear'd, 

And, with that oath which smote air, earth, 
and sea, [free, 

Stamped her strong foot and said, she would be 
Bear witness for me, how I hoped and fear'd ! 
With what a joy my lofty gratulation 

Unawed I sang, amid a slavish band: 
And when to whelm the disenchanted nation. 

Like fiends embattled by a wizard's wand. 
The monarchs march'd in evi\ day. 
And Britain join'd the dire array; 

Though dear her shores and circling ocean, 
Though many friendships, many youthful loves 

Had swoln the patriot emotion. 
And flung a magic light o'er all her hills and groves ; 
Yet still my voice unalter'd sang defeat 

To all that braved the tyrant-quelling lance. 
And shame too long delayed, and vain retreat! 
For ne'er, O Liberty ! vnth partial aim 
I dinun'd thy light, or damped thy holy flame ; 

But bless'd the paeans of deliver'd France, 
• And hung my head, and wept at Britain's name ! 

* And what,' I said, ^ thoueh Blasphemy's loud 
scream JJ 

With that sweet faujMW deliverance strove? 

VOL. III. D 



i 

T 



18 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. P. V. 

Though all the fierce anddmnken passions wove 
A dance more wild than ever maniac's dream? 

Ye storms, that round the dawning east as- 
sembled, 
The sun was rising, though ye hid his light l' 

And when to soothe my soul, that hoped and 

trembled, [bright ; 

The dissonance ceasSd, and all seem'd calm and 

When France, her front deep scarr'd and gory, 

Conceal'd with clustering wreaths of glory; 

When insupportably advancing. 
Her arm made mockery of the warrior's ramp, 

While, timid looks of fury glancing, 
Domestic treason, crush'd beneath her fatal stamp. 
Writhed like a wounded dragon in his gore ; 

Then I reproach'd my fears that would not flee ; 
* And soon,' I said, ' shall Wisdom teach her lore 
In the low hut? of them that toil and groan ! 
And, conquering by her happiness alone. 

Shall France compel the nations to be free, 
Till Love and Joy look round, and call the earth 
their own I' 

Forgive me. Freedom ! O, forgive those dreams'. 

I hear thy voice, I hear thy loud lament. 

From bleak Helvetia's icy caverns sent — 
I hear thy groans upon her blood-stain'd streams! 

Heroes, that for your peaceful country perish'd ; 
And ye that, fleeing, spot the mountain snows 

With bleeding wounds; forgive me, that I 
cherish'd 
One thought that ever Uess'd your cruel foes f 
To scatter rage and traitorous guilt 
Where Peace her jea&os^^iome had built. 
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A patriot race to disinherit 
Of all that made their stormy wilds so dear, 

And with inexpiable spirit [taineer ! — 

To taint the bloodless freedom of the moun- 
O France ! that mockest Heaven, adulterous, blind, 

And patriot only in pernicious toils ! 
vAre these thy boasts, champion of humankind: 

To mix with kings in the low lust of sway, 

Yell in the hunt, and share the murderous prey ; 
To' insult the shrine of liberty with spoils 

From freemen torn ; to tempt and to betray ! 

The sensual and the dark rebel in yain. 

Slaves by their own compulsion! In mad game 

They burst their manacles, and wear the name 
OS Freedom graven on a heavier chain ! 

O Liberty ! with profitless endeavour 
Have I pursued thee many a weary hour : 

But thou nor swell'st the victor's strain, nor ever 
Didst breathe thy soul in forms of human power. 

Alike from all, howe'er they praise thee 

(Nor prayer nor boastful name delays thee), 
Alike from Priestcraft's harpy minions, 

And factious Blasphemy's obscener slaves. 
Thou speedest on thy subtle pinions, [waves ! 

The guide of homeless winds and playmate of the 
And there I felt thee — on that seacliff's verge 

Whose pine8,scarce traveled by the breeze above. 
Had made one murmur with the distant surge ! 
Yes ! while I stood and gazed, my temples bare. 
And shot my being through earth, sea, and air. 

Possessing all things with intensest love, 
O Liberty, my spirit felt thee there ! 

COLERIDGE. 



( 
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THE CRUSADE. 



Kiog Richard the First, celebrated for his achievements in tlie 
Cmsades, was no less distineaished for his patroni^ of the 
Provencial minstrels, and his owp compositioBs in their 
species of poetry. Retornins; from one of his expeditions in 
the Holv Land, in disguise, he was imprisoned in a castle of 
Leopold Dake of Aattria. His favoarite minstrel, Blondtl 
de Nesle, having traversed all Germany in search of liis 
master, at length came to a castle, in which he found tliere 
was only one prisoner, and whose name was nnknowu. 
Saspecting that ne had made the desired discovery, he sealed 
himself nnder a window of the prisoner's apartment, and 
began a song, or od^, which the king and himself liad for- 
merly composed together. "When toe prisoner, who was 
King lUchard, heard the song, he knew that Blonde! mast 
l>e the singer; and when Blonde! paased aboat the middle, 
the king began the remainder and completed it. llie fol- 
lowing Ode IB supposed to be this joint composition of the 
Minstrel and King Bichard. W. 



Bound for holy Palestine, 

Nimbly we bnish'd the level brine, 

All in azure steel arrayed ; 

O'er the wave our weapons play'd, 

And made the dancing billows glow ; 

High upon the trophied prow, 

Many a warrior' minstrel swung 

His sounding harp, and boldly sung — 

* Syrian virgins, wail and weep, 
English Richard ploughs the deep ! 
Tremble, watchmen, as ye spy. 
From distant towers, with anxious eye, 
The radiant range of shield and lance 
Down Damascus' hills advance : 




ODES. 21 

From Sion's turrets as afar 

Ye ken the march of Europe's war ! 

Saladin, thoa paynim king, 

From Albion's isle revenge we bring ! 

On Aeon's * spiry citadel, 

Though to the gale thy banners swell, 

Pictured with the silver moon ; 

England shall end thy glory soon f 

In vain, to break our firm array. 

Thy brazen drums hoarse discord bray : 

Those sounds our rising fury fan : 

English Richard in the van, 

On to victory we go, 

A vaunting infidel the foe/ 

Blondel led the tuneful band, 
And swept the wire with glowing hand. 
Cyprus, from her rocky moimd, 
Aid Crete, with piny verdure crown'd. 
Far along the smiling main 
Echoed the prophetic strain. 

So<ni we kiss'd the sacred earth 
That gave a murder'd Saviour birth ; 
Then, v^ith ardour fresh endued. 
Thus the solemn song renew'd. 

' Lo, the toilsome voyage pass'd. 
Heaven's tavour'd hills appear at last ! 
Object of our holy vow. 
We tread the Tyrian valleys now. 
From Carmel's almond-shaded steep 
We feel the cheerimg friigrance creep : 
O'er Engaddi's shrubs of balm 
W«v€S'1te date-empurpled palm, ^ 

• A dty and fwtrew of Syria, now called St. Jobn d' Acre. 
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See Lebanon's aspiring head 

Wide his immortal umbrage spread ! 

Hail, Calvary, thoa monhtaittlioar, 

Wet with our Redeemer's gore ! 

Ye trampled tombs, ye fanes forlorn, 

Te stones, by tears of pilgrims worn ; 

1^Dur rayish'd honours to restore. 

Fearless we climb this hostile shore ! 

And thou, the sepulchre of God ! ' 

By mocking pagans rudely trod. 

Bereft of every av^fid rite. 

And quench'd thy lamps that beam'd so bright 

For thee, from Britain's distant coast, 

Lo, Richard leads his faithful host! 

Aloft in his heroic hand. 

Blazing, like the beacon's brand. 

O'er the fieur affrighted fields. 

Resistless Kalibum* he wields. 

Proud Saracen, pollute no more 

The shrines by martyrs built of yore ! 

From each wild mountain's trackless crown 

In vain thy gloomy castles frown : 

Thy battering engines, huge and high. 

In vain our steel-clad steeds defy ; 

Andy rolling in terrific state. 

On giant wheels harsh thunders grate. 

When eve has hush'd the buzzing camp. 

Amid the moonlight vapours damp. 



* Kalibnrn h the sword of King^ Arthur; which, as 
monkish historians say, came into the possession of Richi 
the First; and was given by that monarciute the (nsades, 
Tancred, King of Sicily, as a royal preiHit of Ihestima 
value, about the year IIQO. See Ode, <Tlte Grave of K 
Arthur.* ' ^ *L W 
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Thy necromantic fonns in vain 
Haunt us on the tented plain : 
We bid those spectre shapes ayaunt^ 
Ashtaroth and Termagaunt ; 
With many a demon, pale of hue, 
Doom'd to drink the bitter dew 
That drops from Macon's sooty tree, 
Mid the dread grove of ebony. 
Nor magic charms nor fiends of hell 
The Christian holy courage quell. 

' Salem, in ancient majesty 
Arise, and lift thee to the sky I 
Soon on thy battlements divine 
Shall wave the badge of Constantine. 
Ye Barons, to the sun unfold 
Our Cross with crimson wove and gold !' 

T. WARTON. 



A NAVAL ODE. 



Ye mariners of England! 

That guard our native seas : 

Whose flag has bmved, a thousand years, 

The battle and tb^jbreeze ! 

Your glorious standard launch again 

To match another foe ! 

And sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy tempests blow ; 

While the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The ipirits of your fathers 

Shall atart from every ^vave ! 

For the deck it was their field of fame. 

And Ocean was their grave : 
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Where Blake and mighty Nelaon fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 
As ye sweep through jthe deep, 
While the stormy tempests blow ; 
While the battle rages loud and long. 
And the stormy tempests blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwark. 

No towers along the steep ; 

Her march is on the mountain waves. 

Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her natiye oak 

She quells the floods below — 

./^they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy tempests blow ; 

When the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terrific bum. 

Till danger's troubled night depart, 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye Ocean Warriors ! 

Our song and feast shall flow 

To the fame of your uasi^ % 

When the storm has ceased to blow ; 

When the fiery fight is heard no more. 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 

CAMPS 



ODE8. 25 

/■ 

THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR. 



King Henry the Second, having undertaken an expedition into 
Ireland, to tappress a rebellion raised by Roderick, Kiaf of 
Connaugfat, commonly called O'Connor Dan, or * tbe brown 
Monarch of Ireland,' was entertained, in his passafe through 
Wales, with the songs of the Welsh bards. The iabjeet of 
their poetry was King Arthar, whose history had been so 
disguised by fabaloos inventions that the place of his bo rial 
was in general scarcely known or remembered. But In one 
of these Welsh poems, sung before Henry, it was reciied, 
that King Arthar, after the battle of Canjfian, in Cornwall, 
was interred at Glastonbury Abbey, before the high altar, 
yet without any external mark or memorial. Afterwards 
Henry visited the abbey, and commanded the spot described 
by the bard to be opened : when, dining near twenty fieeC 
deep, they found the body, depositea under a' large stone, 
inscribed with Arthur's name. This is the groundwork of 
the following Ode : bat, for the better accommodation of 
the story to our present pnrpose, it is told with some slight 
variations from the Chronicle of Oiastonbanr; The castle 
of Cilgarran, where this discovery Is sapposea to have beftn 
made, now a romantic ruin, stands on a rock descending to 
the river Teivi, in Pembrokeshire ; and was bailt by Roger 
Montgomery, who led the van of the Normans at HAStings. 



Stately the feast, and high the eheer ; 
Girt with many an aimed peer, 
And canopied with golden pall, 
Amid Cilgarran's castle hall, 
Sublime, in formidable state 
And warlike splendour, Henry sat; 
Prepared to stain the briny flood 
Of Shannon's lakes with rebel blood. 

Illumining the vaulted roof, 
A thousand torches flamed aloof: ' 
From massy cups, with golden gleam. 
Sparkled the red metheglin's stream : 

TOL. in. E 
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To grace the gorgeouB festival. 
Along the lofty windoVd hall, 
The storied tapestry was hung : 
With minstrelsy the rafter rung 
Of harps that with reflected light 
From the proud gallery glittered bright : 
While gifted bards, a rival throng 
(From distant Mona, nurse of song. 
From Teivi, fringed with umbrage brown, 
From Elyy's vale, and Cader's crown, 
From many a shaggy precipice 
That shades leme's hoarse abyss, 
And many a sunless solitude 
Of Radnor's inmeet mountains rude), 
To crown the banquet's solemn close. 
Themes of British glory chose; 
And to the strings of various chime 
Attemper'd thus the fabling rhyme — 

' O'er Cornwall's clifis the tempest roar'd, 
High the screaming seamew soar'd ; 
On Tintaggel's* topmost tower 
Darksome fell the sleety shower ; 
Round the rough castle shrilly sung 
The whirling blast, and wildly flung 
On each tall rampart's thundering side 
The surges of the tumbUng tide ; 
When Arthur ranged his red^^ross ranks 
On conscious Camlan's crimson'd banks ; 
By Mordred's faithless guile decreed 
Beneath a Saxon spear to bleed ! 

• Tintaggel or Tintadgel CastlCi where Kiii; Arthur is sa 
to have been boro, and to have chiefly resided. Some of i 
hoge fragments still remain, on a rocky peninsnlar cape, of 
prodigioas declivity towards the sea, and almost inaoc^b 
rrom the land side, on the northern coasts of Cornwall. 

W. 
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Yet in vain a paynim foe 
Arm'd with fate the mighty blow ; 
For, when he fell, an elfin queen, 
All in secret and unseen, 
O'er the fainting hero threw 
Her mantle of ambrosial blue ; 
And bade lier spirits bear him far, " 
In Merlin's agate-axled car, 
To her green isle's enamel'd steep. 
Far in the navel of the deep. 
O'er his woimds she sprinkled dew 
From flowers that in Arabia grew ; 
On a rich enchanted bed 
She pillow'd his majestic head ; 
O'er his brow, with whispers bland, 
Thrice she waved an opiate wand ; 
And, to soft music's airy sound, 
Her magic curtains closed around. 
There, renew'djthe vital spring. 
Again he reigns a mighty king ; 
And many a fair and fragrant clime, 
Blooming in immortal prime. 
By gales of Eden ever fann'd, 
Owns the monarch's high command : 
Thence to Britain shall return 
(If right prophetic rolls I learn). 
Borne on Victory's spreading plume. 
His ancient sceptre to resume ; 
Once more, in old heroic pride, 
His barbed courser to bestride ; 
His knightly table to restore, 
And brave the tournaments of yore.' 

They ceased; when on the tuneful stage 
Advanced a bard of aspect sage ; 
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His silver tresses, tlun besprent, 
To age a graceful reverence lent ; 
His b^ard, all white as spangles frore 
That clothe Plinlimmon's forests hoar, 
Down to his harp descending flow'd; 
With Time's faint rose his features gloVd; 
His eyes di£fused a softened fire, 
And tiius he waked the warbling wire— • 

' Listen, Henry, to my rede ! 
Not from fairy realms I lead 
Bright-robed Tradition, to relate 
In forged colours Arthur's fate ; 
Though much of old romantic lore 
On the high theme I keep in store : 
But boastful Fiction should be dumb. 
Where Truth the strain might best become. 
If thliie ear may still be won 
With songs of Uther's glorious son, 
Henry, I a tale unfold, 
Never yet in rhyme enroU'd, 
Nor sung nor harp'd in hall or bower ; 
Which, in my youth's full early flower, 
A minstrel, sprung of Cornish line. 
Who spoke of kings from old Locrine, 
Taught me to chant, one vernal davni, 
Deep in a cliff-encircled lawn. 
What time the glistening vapours fled 
From cloud-enveloped Clyder's* head; 
And on its sides the torrents gray 
Shone to the morning's orient ray. 

* When Arthur bow'd his haughty crest. 
No princess, veil'd in azure vest, 

* Or Olyder, a moontain in Caernuvonahire. W. 
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Snatch'd him, by Merlin's potent spell, 

In groves of golden bliss to dwell ; 

Where, crowned with wreaths of mistletoe, 

Slaughtered kings in glory go : 

But when he fell, with winged speed 

His champions, on- a milkwhite steed. 

From the battle's hurricane 

Bore him to Joseph's towered fane. 

In the fair yale of Avalon* : 

There, with chanted orison 

And the long blaze of tapers clear, 

The stoled fathers met the bier : 

Through the dim aisles, in order dread 

Of martial woe, the chief they led. 

And deep entomb'd in holy ground. 

Before the altar's solemn bound. 

Around no dusky banners wave. 

No mouldering trophies mark. the grave : 

Away the ruthless Dane has torn 

Each trace that Time's slow touch had worn ; 

And long, o'er the neglected stone. 

Oblivion's veil its shade has thrown : 

The faded tomb, with honour due, 

Tis thine, O Henry, to renew ! 

Thither, when Conquest has restored 

Yon recreant isle, and sheath'd the sword. 

When Peace with palm has crown'd thy brows. 

Haste thee to pay thy pilgrim vows ; 

There, observant of my lore. 

The pavement's haUoVd depth explore ; 

And thrice a fathom underneath 

Dive into the vaults of death. 

* OtaMonbary Abbty^ Mrfd to be fModtd by Joieph of An- 
■HtiMa, in a ipoC andMlly eaUed thi ialaod, or valley, of 
Avalonia, W. 
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There shall thine eye, with mild amaze. 
On his gigantic stature gaze ; 
There shalt thou find the monarch laid, 
All in warrior weeds array'd ; 
Wearing in death his helmet crown, 
And weapons huge of old renown. 
Martial prince, 'tis thine to save 
From dark oblivion Arthur's grave ! 
So may thy ships securely stem 
The western frith :-thy diadem 
SlHne victorious in the van, 
Nor heed the slings of Ulster's clan : 
Thy NormaA pikemen vnn their way 
Up the dun rocks of Harald's bay* : 
And from the steeps of rough Kildare 
Thy prancing hoofs the falcon scare : 
So may thy bow's unerring yew 
Its shafts in Roderic's heart imbrue t/ 

Amid the pealing symphony 
The spiced goblets mantled high'; 
With passions new the song impress*d 
The listening king's impatient breast : 
Flash the keen lightnings from his eyes ; 
He scorns a while his bold emprise ; 
E'en now he seems, vrith eager pace, 
The consecrated floor to trace, 
And ope, from its tremendous gloom. 
The treasure of the wondrous tomb : 

• The bay of Dablin. Harald, or HarsaKer, the Fftir-haired 
King of Norway, is said, in the life of Oryffiadh ap Conaa, 
Prince of North Wales, to have conquered Ireland, and to 
have founded Dablin. W. 

t Henry Is supposed to have succeeded in this enterprise, 
diiefly by the use of the lonf bow, with which the Irish were 
entirely unacquainted. W. 
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£'^ now he burnfl in thought to rear, 
From its dark bed, the ponderous spear, 
Rough with the gore of Pictish kings : 
E'en now fond hope his* fancy wings. 
To poise the monarch's massy blade 
Of magic-temper'd metal made ; 
And drag to day the dinted shield 
That felt the storm of Camlan's field. 
O'er the sepulchre profoimd 
E'en now, with arching sculpture crown'd, 
He plans the chantry's choral shrine, 
The daily dirge, and rites divine. 

T. WARTON. 



THE MEXICAN PROPHECY ♦. 

From Cholula's hostile plain t, 
Left her treacherous legions sliun. 
Left her temples all in flame, 
Cortes' conquering army came. 

• De Solis, in his History of the Congoett of Mexico, informs 
as that, on the approach of Cortes to tbeneighboorbood of that 
city, the Emperor Motesoma sent a namber of magicians to 
attempt tlie destruction of the Spanish army. As the sorcerers 
were practising tlieir incantations, a demon appeared to them 
in the form of tlieir idol Ticatlepnca, and foretold the Aill of 
the Mexican empire. On this legend is founded the following 
poem. The conquest of Mexico was midertaken from motives 
of avarice, and accompanied with circumstances of cruelty; 
but it prodnced the subversion of a tyrannical government, 
and the abolition of a detestable reli|^on of horrid rites and 
human sacrifices. 

t Chotnla was a large city, not far distant from Mexico. 
The inhabitMU were in league with the Mexicans; and after 
profetslBg firiendship for the Spaniards, endeavoured to surprise 
and deilroj them. 
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High on Chalco's stormy steep * 

Shone their phalanx broad and deep ; 
High the* Hispanian banner raised. 
Bore the Cross in gold emblajsed *. 
Thick the gleaming spears appeared, 
Loud the neighing steeds were heard, 
FlashM the muskets' lightnings round, 
Roird their thtmders o'er the ground, 
Echo'd from a thousand caves, 
Down to Tenustitan's waves t ; — 
Spacious lake, that far below 
Bade its lucid level flow : 
l^ere the ever sunny shore 
Groves of palm and cocoa bore ; 
Maize fields rich, savannas green 
Stretch'd around, with towns between. 
Tacub^, Tezciico fair 
Rear'd their shining roofs in air : 
Mexico's imperial pride 
Glitter'd midst the glassy tide. 
Bright with gold, witii silver bright, 
Dazzling, charming all the sights ; 
From their post the war-worn band 
Raptured viewed the happy land : 
* Haste to victory, haste to e^se, 
Mark the spot that gives us these !' 

On the' exulting heroes strode, 
Shunn'd the smooUi insidious road, 

* The device on Cortes's standard was tbe sign of the Cross. 
^Vii4 de SoUs. 

t Tenostitan, otherwise Tenacbtitlan, tlie ancient name of 
the Lalce of Mexico. 

X Tlie Spanisli historians assert that the walls and houses of 
the Indian cities were composed of a pecaliar Itind oJT glitter- 
ing stone or plaster, which at a distance resembled silver. 
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Shann'd the tocHl'b impending riiade, 
Shunn'd the' expecting ambuscade*. 
Deep within a gloomy wood 
Motezume's magicians stood : 
Tlciitlepiica's horrid fonn, 
God of famine, plague, and stonn. 
High on magic stones they raised; 
Magic fires before him blazed ; 
Round the lurid flames they drew, 
Flames whence streams of sulphur flew; 
There, while bleeding victims smoked. 
Thus his aid they loud inyoked — 

* Minister supreme of ill. 
Prompt to punish, prompt to kill, 
Motezuma asks thy aid !. 
Foreign foes his realms invade ; 
Vengeance on the strangers shed, 
Mix them instant with the dead ! 
By thy temple's sable floor. 
By thy altar stain'd vrith gore, 
Stain'd with gore and strewed with bones. 
Echoing shrieks, and echcnng groans ! 
Vengeance on the strangers shed, 
Mix them instant with the dead !' 

Ordaz heard, Velasquez heard — 
Swift their falchions' blaze appear'd ; 
Alvarado, rushing near. 
Furious raised his glittering spear ; 

* The Indians bad blocked up tbe nsoal road to Mexico, 
1 opened anoCber broader and amooth at the eotrance, bat 
tick led aoionf roclcf and predpieei, wbere they bad placed 
rttoi in amboah. Cortes discovered tbe stratagem, and or- 
red Ida troops to remove tbe obetmctions. BeToc asked by 
t Mexican ansbessadors tbe reason of tliis proeedtare» he re- 
ed, * The Spaniards always dioose to encoonier diffienlties/ 

VOL. UI. F 
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Calm, Olmedo mark'd the scene *, 
Calm he mark*d, and stepp'd between: 
' Vain their rites and rain their prayer, 
Weak attempts beneath your care ; 
Warriors ! let the wretches live ! 
Christians !. pity, and forgive !' 
Sadden darkness o'er them spread, ' 
Olow'd the woods with dusky red ; 
Vast the Idol's stature grew, 
Lo<^'d his face of ghastly hue^ 
Frowning rage, and frowning hate,. 
Angry at his nation's fate ; 
Fierce his fiery eyes he roU'd, 
Thus his tongue the future told ; 
Cortes' veterans paused to hear. 
Wondering all, though void of fear — 

^ Mourn, devoted city, mourn ! 
Mourn, devoted city, mourn ! 
Boom'd for all thy crimes to know 
Scenes of battle, scenes of woe ! 
Who is he — O, spare the sight ! — 
Robed in gold with jewels bright? 
Hark ! he deigns the crowd to call ; 
Chiefs and warriors, prostrate fallt* 
Reverence now to fury yields; 
Strangers, o'er him spread your shields ! 

* Bartholeme de Olmedo, chaplain to Cortes : be aeenu to 
have been a man of enlarged ideas, much pradence, modera- 
tion, and httmanity. 

t Motezama. who was resident in the Spanish quarters when 
thev were atucked by the Mexicans, proposed showing him- 
self to the people, in order to appease the tomult. At his 
nrst appearance he was regarded with veneration, which was 
soon exchanged for rage, to the elfects whereof he ftll a 
victim. 
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Thick the dart«^ the arrows fly ; 
Hapless monarch ! he must die ! 
Mark tiie solemn ftmeral state 
Passing through the western gate t 
Chiipult^qua^s caye contains 
Bfighty Motezume*s remains. 

' Cease the strife 1 alas^ 'tis yain ! 
Myriads throng Otumba's plain; 
Wide their feathery crests they wave, 
All the strong and all the brave *. 
Gleaming glory through the skies, 
See the' Imperial standard flies ! 
Down by force resistless torn ; 
Off in haughty triumph borne. 
Slaughter heaps the vale with dead. 
Fugitives the mountains spread. 

^ Mexico, 'tis thine to know 
More of battle, more of woe ! — 
Bright in arms the stranger train 
Cer thy causeways move again. 
Bend the bow, the shaft prepare. 
Join the breastplate's folds with care ; 
Raise the sacrificial fire. 
Bid the captive youths expire t ; 

* Cortes, in bis retreat ftrooi Mexico, after the deatli of 
Moteznma, was followed and sarroonded by the whole ceU 
lectiTe force of the empire, in the plains of Otomba. After 
repelUns the attacks of his enemies on every side, with inde- 
ftitigable Taloar, he found himself overpowered by naml>ers; 
when, maOcing one desperate effort, with a few select friends, 
be idled the imperial standard, killed the general, and rooted 
the army. 

i De Solis relalct, that the Mexicans sacrificed to their idols 
a. munber of Spantards whom they bad taken prisoners, and 
whow eriea and groans were distinctly heard in the Spanish 
eanp, exdtteg senliflMnta of liorror and revenge ia their snr. 
viving companions. 
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* Wake the sacred tmmpet^s breatk, 
Pouring anguish, pouring death* ; 
Troops from every street repair, 
Close them in the &tal snare ; 
Valiant as they are, they fly, 
Here they yield, and there they die. 

< Cease the strife ! 'tis fruitless all, 
Mexico at last must £all! 
Lo ! the dauntless band return. 
Furious for the ight they bum ! 
Lo! auxiliar nations round. 
Crowding o'er the darkened ground ! 
Corses fill thy trenches deep ; 
Down thy temple's lofty steep 
See thy priests, thy princes thrown — 
Hark! I hear th^ir parting groan! 
Blood thy lake with crimson dyes, 
Flames from all thy domes arise ! 

* What are those that round thy Acre 
Launch thy troubled waters o'er? 
Swift canoes that from the fight 
Aid their yanquish'd monarch's flight; 
Ambush'd in the reedy shade. 
Them the stranger barks invade ; 
Soon thy lord a captive bends, 
Soon thy far famed empire endst ; • 

• The above aothor observes, that the sacred trumpet of 
the Mexicans was so called becaose it was not permitfed to 
any bat thepriesu to soond it; and that only when they de. 
noonced war, and animated the people .on the part of their 
gods. 

♦ When the Spaniards bad forced their way to the centre of 
Mexico. Gnatiraoain, the reiEDiof emperor» endeavoured to 
eM»pe Ui hU canoes across the Lake; bnt was pnrsaed ud 
taken prisoner by Oarcia de Holgnin, captain of one of tiie 
Spanish brigantines. 
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Otom^ca slMures thy spoils, 
Tl^scalli in triumph smiles*. 
Mourn, devoted city, mourn! 
Mourn, devoted city^ mourn! 

' Cease your boast, O stranger band. 
Conquerors of my fiftllen land ! 
Avarice strides your van before. 
Phantom meagre, pale, and hoar ! 
Discord follows, breathing flame. 
Still opposing claim to claim t ; 
Kindred demons, haste along ! 
Haste, avenge my country's wrong!' 

Ceased the voice with dreadful sounds, 
Loud as tides that burst their bounds ; 
Roll'd the form in smoke away. 
Amazed on earth the' exorcists lay; 
Pondering on the dreadful lore. 
Their course the* Iberians downward bore ; 
Their helmets glittering o'er tiie val^, 
And wide their ensigns fluttering in the gale. 

SCOTT. 

• Th« Otomlet were a fierce, savage nation, never tboroQghly 
tabdaed by the Mezkana. Tlaicala was a powerftil neigkbuor- 
ing repobue, theo-ival of Mexico. 

i AUwUng to the diswnsions which ensued among the Spa- 
niards after the conquest of America. 
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A MELOLOGUE*. 

(strain of music.) 

There breathes the language known and fel 

Far as the pure air spreads its living zone 
Wherever Rage can rouse or Pity melt. 

That language of the soul is felt and kno^ 
From those meridian plains 

Where oft, of old, on some high tower, 
The soft Peruvian pour'd his midnight strain 

And caird his distant love with such si 
power 
That when she heard the well known lay. 
Not worlds could keep her from his arms aw 

To those bleak realms of polar night, 
Where the youth of Lapland's sky 
Bids his rapid reindeer fly. 
And sings along the darkling waste of snow 

As blithe as if the blessed light ' 
Of vernal Phoebus bum*d upon his brow ; 

Oh Music ! thy celestial claim 

I^ «till resistless, still the same ; 
And faithful as the mighty sea 

To the pole star that o'er its realm preside 

The spell-bound tides 
Of human passion rise and fall from thee. 

(greek air.) 

List ! 'tis a Grecian maid that sings 
While, from Ilyssus' flowery springs, 

• Recited by the author, at the Kilkenny Theatre, in 
Tfae performers were gentlemen of the neighbouring coo 
and the profitB were given to the charitable institntioi 
Killcenny. 
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She draws the cool lymph in her gpraceful urn, 
While, by her side, in Music's charm dissolving, 
Some patriot youth the glorious past revolving, 

Dreams of bright days that never can return ; 
When Athens nursed her olive bough 

With hands by tyrant power unchain'd. 
And braided for the Muse's brow 

A wreath by tyrant touch unstain'd ; 
When heroes trod each classic field, 

Where coward feet now faintly falter, 
And every arm was Freedom's shield, 

And every heart was Freedom's altar. 

(greek Am INTERRUPTED BY A TRUMPET^) 

Hark ! 'tis the sound that charms 
The war-steed's wakening ears — 

Oh ! many a mother folds her arms [hears ; 

Round her boy-soldier when that sound she 
And, though her fond heart sinks with fears, 

Is proud to see his young pulse bound 

With valour's fever at the sound. — 
See from his native hills afar 
The rude Helvetian flies to war. 
Careless for what, for whom he fights. 
For slave or despot, wrongs or rights, 

A conqueror oft, a hero never; 
Yet lavish of his lifeblood still 
As if 'twere like his mountain rill. 

And gush'd for ever ! 

(ranz des yaches.) 

Oh Music! here, even here 

Thy soul-felt charm asserts its wondrous power. 
There is an air, which oft among the rocks 



\ 
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Of his own loyed land at eyening hour 
Is heard, when shepherds homeward pipe their 
flocks; — 

Oh ! every note of it would thrill his mind 
With tenderest thoughts^and bring about his knees 

The rosy children whom he left behind; 

And fill each little angel eye 

With speaking tears, that ask him why 
He wandered from his hut to scenes like tiiese ? 

Vain, vain is then the trumpet's brazil roar, 
Sweet notes of home, of love are all he hears. 

And the stem eyes that look*d for blood before, 
Now, melting mournful, lose themselves in tears ! 

(rANZ DES YACHES INl^RRUFTED BY A TRUMPET*) 

But wake the Trumpet's blast again, 
And rouse the ranks of warrior men ! 

Oh War ! when Truth thy arm employs, 
And Freedom's spirit guides the labouring storm. 
Thy vengeance takes a hallow'd form. 

And, like Heaven's lightning, sacredly destroys. 
Nor, Music, through thy breathing sphere 
Lives there a sound more grateful to the ear 

Of Him who made all harmony 
Than the bless'd sound of fetters breaking. 
And the first hymn that man, awaking 

From Slavery's slumber, breathes to Liberty. 

(SPANISH patriot's SONG.) 

Hark ! from Spain, indignant l^pain, 
Bursts the bold enthusiast strain. 
Like morning's music on the air. 
And seems, in every note, to swear. 
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By SangoMa's ruiit'd streets, 
By brave Gerona*B deathfiil story, 

That while one Spaniard's lifeblood beats, 
That blood shall stain a conqueror's glory! 

(SPANISH AIR CONCLUDED.) 

But ah ! if vain the patriot Spaniard*8 zeal, 

If neither yalour^s force nor wisdom's lights 
Can break ndr melt the blood-cemented seal 

That shuts to close the book of Europe's rights, 
What song shall then in sadness tell 

Of broken pride, of prospects shaded. 
Of buried hopes remembered weU, 

Of ardQur quench*d, and honour faded ? 
What Muse shall mourn the breathless brave. 

In sweetest dirge at Memory's shrine ? 
What harp shall sigh o'er Freedom's grave ? 

Oh, Erin ! thine. 

(melancholy IRISH AIR, SUCCEEDED BY A 
LIVELY ONE.) 

Bless'd notes of mirth ! ye spring from sorrow*s 
lay, 

lake the sweet vesper of tiie bird that sings .. 
In the bright sunset of an April day. 

While the cold shower yet hangs upon his vnngs. 
Long may the Irish heart repeat 

An echo to those lively strains ; 
And when the stranger's ear shall meet 

That melody on distant plains, 
Oh! he will feel his heart expand 

With grateful warmth, and, sighing, say— 
Thus speaks the music of the land 

Where vrelcome ever lights the stranger's way ; 

VOL. III. G 
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Where, still the woe of others to begaile, 
Is e'en the gayest heart's most loved employ; 

Where Grief herself will generously smile 
Through her own tears, to share another's joy ! 

T. MOORE. 



ON AMBITION. 



The mariner, when first he sails, 
While his bold oars the sparkling surface sweep. 

With new delight transported, hails 
The blue expanded skies and level deep* 

Such young Ambition's fearless aim. 
Pleased with the gorgeous scene of wealth and 

In the gay mom of early fame, [power, 

Nor thinks of evening storm and gloomy hour. 

Life's opening views bright charms reveal, 
Feed the fond wish, and fan the youthful fire ; 

But woes unknown those charms conceal, 
And fair illusions cheat our fierce desire. 

There Envy shows her sullen mien, 
With changeM colour, grinning smiles of hate ; 

There Malice stabs, with rage serene ; 
In deadly silence treacherous Friendships wait. 

High on a mountain's lofty brow. 
Mid clouds and storms, has Glory fix'd her seat ; 

Rock'd by the roaring winds that blow. 
The lightnings blast it, and the tempests beat. 

Within the sun-gilt vale beneath [dwells, 

More moderate Hope with sweet Contentment 
While gentler breezes round them breathe, 
■I w And softer showers refresh their peaceful cells. 
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itter genius ever blind, 
tints to' each in varied life his share, 
quits the path by Heaven design*d, 
cb for bliss among the thorns of care. 

oatiye powers we scorn to know ; 
eadfast error still the wrong pursue ; 
act our forward ills to grow, 
lad successes but our pain renew. 

in Heaven tempers life with sweet, 
(wers the way that leads us home bestrews, 
pes to passion and deceit, 
ik the bitter and the rugged choose. 

can on Grandeur's stage appear, 

fty part with true applause sustain ; 

ommon virtue safe can steer, 

rocks unnumbered lurk beneath the main. 

happiest he whose timely hand 
Discretion has the helm resignM ; 

ITS the calm, in sight of land, 

lianging tides secure, and trustless wind. 

MARRIOTT. 



TO PEACE. 



)me8, benign enchantress, heaven-born 

Peace, 
mercy beaming in her radiant eye !•— 
8 the horrid din of battle cease, 
at her glance the savage passions die ! 
tare's festival; let Earth rejoice; 
[uish'd and conqueror poul* exulting songs ; 
At regions, with according voice, [longs ! 
»Ian the victory bless — ^its prise to Man be- 
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Resistless Freedom — when she neires the arm, 
No vnlgar triumph crowns the hero's might ; 

She, she alone can spread a moral charm 
O'er War's fell deeds, and sanctify the fight! 

Oh Gallia, in this bright immortal hour 

How proud a trophy binds thy laurel'd brow ! 

Republic, hail, whose independent power 

I All Earth contested once, all Earth confesses 
now! 

• 

Protecting spirits of the glorious dead. 

Ah ! not in vain the hero's noble tdil, 
Ah, not in vain the patriot's blood is shed, — 

That blood shall ccmsecrate his natiye soil ! 
Illustrious names to historjr's record dear. 

And breathed when some high impulse fires 
the bard. 
For you shall Virtue pour the glowing tear — 

And your remember'd deeds shall still your 
country guard! 

And thou, loved Britain, my parental isle. 

Secure encircled by thy subject waves. 
Thou land august, where Freedom rear'd her pile. 

While gothic Night obscured a world of slaves; 
Thy genius, that indignant heard the shock 

Of frantic coBibat---{strife unmeet for thee !) 
Now views, triumphant, from his seagirt rock. 

Thee unsubdued alone ; for thou alone wert fr«e ! 

Oh, happy thy misguided efforts fail'd, 

My country, when with tyrant hosts combined ! 

Oh, hideous conquest, had thy sword prevailed 
And crown'd the' impious league against man- 
kind! 
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Thoii nurse of great design, of lofty thought, 
What homicide, had thy insensate rage 

Effaced the sacred lesson thou hadst taught, 
And with thy purest blood inscribed on GIory*s 
pagef 

Ah, rather haste to Concord's holy shrine, 

Ye rival nations — ^haste with joy elate ; 
Your blending garlands round her altar twine. 

And bind the wounds of no immortal hate : 
Go, breathe responsdve rituals o*er the sod 

Where Freedom's martyrs press an early grave ; 
Go, vow that never shall their turf be trod 

By the polluting step of tyrant or of slave ! 

And from your shores the abject Vices chase — 

That low Ambition generous souls disdain. 
Corruption blasting every moral grace, 

Servility that kneels to bless his chain ! 
Oh Liber^, those demons far remove : 

Come, nymph, severely good, sublimely great; 
Nor to the' enraptured hope of mortals prove 

Like those illusive dreams that pasis the ivory 
gate ! 

New age, that roUest o'er man thy dawning year, 

Ah, sure all happy omens hail thy birth ; 
Sure whiter annals in thy train appear, 

And purer glory cheers the gladden'd EarUi. 
lake the young eagle, ^hen his steadfast glance 

Meets the full sunbeton in his upward flight, 
So thou shalt with majestic step advance, 

And fix thy dauntless eye on Liberty and Light ! 

H. M. WILUAM9. 
1801. 
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TO MANKIND. 

Is there, or do the schoolmen dream, 
Is there on earth a power supreme, 

The delegate of Heaven? 
To whom an nncontrord command, 
In every realm o'er sea and land. 

By special grace is given ? 

Then say, what signs this god proclaim ? 
l)wells he amid the diamond's flame, 

A throne his hallow*d shrine ? 
The borrowed pomp, the arm*d array, 
Want, Fear, and Impotence betray : 

Strange proofs of power divine ! 

If service dne from humankind. 
To men in slothful ease reclined. 

Can form- a sovereign's claim; . 
Hail, monarchs ! ye whom Heaven ordains, 
Our toils unshared, to share our gains. 

Ye idiots, blind and lame ! 

Superior virtue, wisdom, might 
Create and mark the ruler's right, 

So reason must conclude : 
Th«i thine it is, to whom belong . 
The wise, the virtuous, and the strong, 

Thrice sacred multitude ! 

In thee, vast all! are these contain'd, 
For thee are those, thy parts, ordain'd, 



^ 
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So Nature's systems roll : 
The sceptre's thine, if such there be ; ^ 

If none there is, then thou art free, 

Great monarch ! mighty whole ! 

Let the proud tyrant rest his cause 
On faith, prescription, force, or laws, 

A hosf s or senate's voice ! 
His voice affirms thy stronger due. 
Who for the many made the few. 

And gave the species choice. 

Unsanctified by thy command, 
Unovni*d by thee, the sceptred hand 

The trembling slaviB may bind : 
But, loose from Nature's moral ties, 
The oath by force imposed belies 

The imassenting mind. 

Thy vdll's thy rule, thy good its end ; 
You punish only to defend 

What parent nature gave : 
And he who dares her gifts invade. 
By nature's oldest law is made 

Thy victim or thy slave. 

Thus reason founds the just decree 
On universal liberty, . 

Not private rights resigp*d : 
Through various Nature's vnde extent. 
No private beings e'er were meant 

To hurt the general kind. 

Thee justice guides, thee right maintains. 
The' oppressor's vnrongs, the pilferer's gains 



. %. 



CLECANT ESTIUITi. 



TO SLWKIND. 



Is IMrc. or do [he schoolmen dream, 
b li*ir OD earth a puwer mipreme, 

Tfcf delegate of Heavea f 
T^^ n bom U imcoDtn>rd connnand^ 
U e^tTj rf$la o'er «ea and land, 

Rt fp«oU] erace ii given f 

Twa MT. what sigu tti* god procIaiiB f 
Pir«U* he anud the diawmd'a flame, 

A ibnwe hi* halloir'il ahrinel 
T^ lK«To<r*<d pooip, the aim'd nrra}-, 
VanL Fear, attd ImpotCBK tuXnj : 




So Nature's ■ystemi roll : 
The Keptre's Uiine, if such there be ; 
If DODe there is, tlien tltou art five, 

Great monaich I mighty whole 1 

Let the proud tyrant rest his cause 
On faith, prescription, force, or laws, 

A hosf B or senate's Toice ! 
His voice affirms thy stronser dae, 
Who for the many made the fetr. 

And gave the species choice. 



d bf thy command, 
Uaown'd l>y thee, tha aneptred hand 

The trembling ilATit may bind : 
Bnt, looie from NUnre'f moral ties, 
Iheokabr fom impoaed belies 

'IheuwMMtJBBmind. 

^Bl^ will's thy rule, thy good its end ; 
Hfbn pnniah only to defend 
^ miat parent nature gave : 

And be who dares her gifls invade, 
By nature's oldest law is made 
Thy victim or thy slave. 

just decree 
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TO MANKIND. 

Is there, or do the schoolmen dreaih. 
Is there on earth a power supreme, 

The delegate of Heayen? 
To whom an nncontrord command, 
In every realm o'er sea and land, 

By special grace is given ? 

Then say, what signs this god proclaim ? 
dwells he amid the diamond's flame, 

A throne his hallow'd shrine ? 
The borrowed pomp, the arm'd array, 
Want, Fear, and Impotence betray : 

Strange proofs of power divine ! 

If service due from humankind, 
To men in slothful ease reclined. 

Can form- a sovereign's claim; . 
Hail, monarchs ! ye whom Heaven ordains, 
Our toils unshared, to share our gains, 

Ye idiots, blind and lame ! 

Superior virtue, wisdom, might 
Create and mark the ruler's rigbt, 

• So reason must conclude : 
Then thine it is, to whom belong . 
The wise, the virtuous, and the strong, 
Thrice sacred multitude ! 

In thee, vast all! are these contain'd. 
For thee are those, thy parts, ordain'd. 
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So Nature's systems roll : 
The sceptre's thine, if such there be ; 
If none there is, then thou art free, 

Great monarch ! mfghty whole ! 

Let the proud tyrant rest his cause 
On fedth, prescription, force, or laws, 

A host's or senate's yoice ! 
His voice affirms thy stronger due. 
Who for the many made the few. 

And gaye the species choice. 

Unsanctified by thy command, 
Unown*d by thee, the sceptred hand 

The trembling slave may bind : 
But, loose from Nature's moral ties, 
The oath by force imposed belies 

The unassenting mind. 

Thy will's thy rule, thy good its end ; 
You punish only to defend 

What parent nature gave : 
And he who dares her gifts invade, 
By nature's oldest law is made 

Thy victim or thy slave. 

Thus reason founds the just decree 
On universal liberty. 

Not private rights resigu'd : 
Through various Nature's wide extent. 
No private beings e'er were meant 

To hurt the general kind. 

Thee juslioe guides, thee right maintains. 
The' oppreflsor's wrongs, the pilferer's gains 



i 
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« 



Thy injured weal impair. • 

Thy wannest passions soon subside, 
Nor partial envy, hate, nor pride 

Thy tempered counsels share. 

Each instance of thy Tengefiil rage. 
Collected from each clime and age, 

Though malice swell the sum. 
Would seem a spotless scanty roll. 
Compared with«Marius' bloody scroll, 

Or Sylla's hippodrome. 

But thine has been imputed blame, 
The' unworthy few assume thy name, 

The rabble weak and loud : 
Or those who on thy ruins feast. 
The lord, the lawyer, and the jmest ; 

A more ignoble crowd. 

Avails it thee^ if one devours. 

Or lesser spoilers share his powers. 

While both thy claim oppose? 
Monsters who wore thy sullied crown. 
Tyrants who puU'd those monsters down, 

Alike to thee were foes. 

Far other shone fair Freedom's hand, 
Far other was the' immortal stand, 

When Hambden .fought for thee : 
They snatched from rapine's gripe thy spoils, 
The fruits and prize of glorious toils, 

Of arts and industry. 

On thee yet foams the preacher's rage, 
On thee fierce frowns the' historian's page. 
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A false apostate train : 
ears stream adown the martyr^s tomb, 
npitied in their harder doom, 

Thy thousands strew the plain. 

hese had no charms to please the sense, 
o graceful port, no eloquence 

To -win the Muse's throng : 
nknown, unsung, unmark'd they lie ; 
ut Caesar's fate o'ercasts the sky, 

And Nature mourns his iVrong. 

hy foes, a frontless band, invade ; 
hy friends afford a timid aid, 

And yield up half thy light, 
^en Locke beams forth a mingled ray, 
ifraid to pour the flood of day 

On man's too feeble sight. 

lence are the motley systems framed, 
>f right transferr'd, of power reclaimed. 

Distinctions weak and vain. 
Viae Nature mocks the wrangling herd ; 
*or unreclaim'd and untransferr'd 

Her powers and rights remain. 

Hiile law the royal agent moves, 
"he instrument thy choice approves, 

We bow through him to you. 
(ut change, or cease t^e* inspiring choice, 
"he sovereign sinks a private voice. 

Alike in one or few ! 

hall then the wretch whose dastard heart 
ihrinks at a tyrant's nobler part, 
VOL. ui. H . g 
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And only dares betray, 
With reptile wiles, alas ! prevail, 
When force and rage and priestcraft fail, 

To pilfer power away? 

O ! shall the bought and buying tribe. 
The slaves who take and deal the bribe, 

A people's claims enjoy ! 
So Indian murderers hope to gain 
The powers and virtues of the slain, 

Of wretches they destroy. 

* Avert it. Heaven ; you love the brave, 
You hate the treacherous, willing slave, 

The self-devoted head. 
Nor shall a hireling's voice convey * 
That sacred prize to lawless sway, 

For which a nation bled.' 

Vain prayer, the coward's weak resource ! 
Directing reason, active force 

Propitious Heaven bestows. 
But ne'er shall flame the thundering sky 
To aid the trembling herd that fly 

Before their weaker foes. 

In names there dwell no magic charms,. 
The British virtues, British arms 

Unloosed our fathers' band : 
Say, Greece and Rome, if these should fail, 
What names, what ancestors avail, 

To save a sinking land ? 

Far, far from us such ills shall be. 
Mankind shall boast one nation free. 
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One monarch truly great : 
Whosa title speaks a people*s choice, 
Whose sovereign will a people's voice, 

Whose strength a prosperous state. 

LORD NUGENT. 



HYMN. 



Ye are the salt of the earth. 

Salt of the earth, ye virtuous few, 

Who season humankind ; 
Lights of the world, whose cheering ray 

Illumes the realms of mind ; 

Where Misery spreads her deepest shade 

Your strong compassion glows ; 
From your bless'd lips the balm distils 

That softens mortal woes. 

By dying beds, in prison glooms. 

Your frequent steps are found ; 
Angels of love ! you hover near. 

To bind the stranger's wound. . 

You wash with tears the bloody page. 

Which human crimes deform; 
When vengeance threats, ^our prayers ascend. 

And break the gathering storm. 

As down the summer stream of vice 

The thoughtless many glide. 
Upwards you steer your steady back, 

And stem the rushing tide. 
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Where, still the woe of others to begaile, 
Is e'en the gayest heart's most loved employ ; 

Where Grief herself will generously smile 
Through her own tears, to share another's joy ! 

T. MOORE. 



ON AMBITION. 



The mariner, when first he sails, 
While his bold oars the sparkling surface sweep, 

With new delight transported, hails 
The blue expanded skies and level deep. 

Such young Ambition's fearless aim, 
Pleased with the gorgeous scene of wealth and 

In the gay mom of early fame, [power. 

Nor thinks of evening storm and gloomy hour. . 

Life's opening views bright charms reveal, 
Feed the fond wish, and fan the youthAil fire ; 

But woes unknown those charms conceal. 
And fair illusions cheat our fierce desire. 

There Envy shows her sullen mien. 
With changeful colour, grinning smiles of hate ; 

There Malice stabs, with rage serene ; 
In deadly silence treacherous Friendships wait. 

High on a mountain's lofty brow. 
Mid clouds and storms, has Glory fix'd her seat ; 

Rock'd by the roaring vrinds that blow. 
The lightnings blast it, and the tempests beat. 

m Within the sun-gilt vale beneath [dwells, 

More moderate Ho^ with sweet Contentment 
While gentler breezes round them breathe, 
jf^ : ^ And softer showers refresh their peaceful cells. 
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To better genius ever blind, 
That points to' each in varied life his share, 

Man quits the path by Heaven design'd. 
To search for bliss among the thorns of care. 

Our native powers we scorn to know ; 
With steadfast error still the wrong pursue ; 

Instruct our forward ills to grow, 
While sad successes but our pain renew. 

In vain Heaven tempers life with sweet. 
With flowers, the way that leads us home bestrews. 

If dupes to passion and deceit. 
We drink the bitter and the rugged choose. 

Few can on Grandeur's stage appear, 
Each lofty part with true applause sustain ; 

No common virtue safe can steer, 
Where rocks unnumbered lurk beneath the main. 

Then happiest he whose timely hand 
To cool Discretion has the helm resigned ; 

Enjoys the calm, in sight of land. 
From changing tides secure, and trustless wind. 

BIARRIOIT. 



TO PEACE. 



She comes, benign enchantress, heaven-born 
Peace, 

With mercy beaming in her radiant eye ! — 
She bids the horrid din of battle cease. 

And at her glance the savage passions die ! 
^Tis Nature's festival; let Earth rejoice; 

Vanquish'd and conqueror pour exulting songs ; 
In distant regions, with according voice, [longs ! 

Let Man the victory bless — ^its priise to Man be* 
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ResiBUess Freedom — when she neires the arm. 
No vulgar triumph crowns the hero's might ; 

She, she alone can spread a moral charm 
O'er War's fell deeds, and sanctify the fight! 

Oh Gallia, in this bright immortal hour 

How proud a trophy binds thy laurel'd brow ! 

Republic, hail, whose independent power 

I All EEirth contested once, all Earth confesses 
now! 

• 

Protecting spirits of the glorious dead, 

Ah! not in vain the hero's noble tdil, 
Ah, not in vain the patriot's blood is shed, — 

That blood shall consecrate his native soil ! 
Illustrious names to history's record dear. 

And breathed when some high impulse fires 
the bard. 
For you shall Virtue pour the glowing tear — 

And your remember'd deeds shall still your 
country guard! 

And thou, loved Britain, my parental isle, 

SiBcure encircled by thy subject waves. 
Thou land august, where Freedom rear'd her pile, 

While gothic Night obscured a world of slaves; 
Thy genius, that indignant heard the shock 

Of frantic combat — (strife immeet for thee !) 
Now views, triumphant, from his seagirt rock. 

Thee unsubdued alone ; for thou alone wert free ! 

Oh, happy thy misguided efforts fail'd. 

My country, when with tyrant hosts combined ! 

Oh^ hideous conquest, had thy sword prevail'd 
Apd crown'd the' impious league against man- 
kind! 
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Thon nurse of great design, of lofty thought, 
What homicide, had thy insensate rage 

Effaced the sacred lesson thou hadst taught, 
And with thy purest blood inscribed on Glory's 
pagef 

Ah, rather haste to Concord's holy shrine, 

Ye rival nations — haste with joy elate ; 
Your blending garlands round her altar twine, 

And bind the wounds of no immortal hate : 
Gro, breathe responsdve rituals o'er the sod 

Where Freedom's martjrrs press an early grave ; 
Go, vow that never shall their turf be trod 

By the polluting step of tyrant or of slave ! 

And from your shores the abject Vices chase — 

That low Ambition generous souls disdain. 
Corruption blasting every moral grace. 

Servility that kneels to bless his chain ! 
Oh Liberty, those demons far remove : 

Come, nymph, severely good, sublimely great ; 
Nor to ihe* enraptured hope of mortals prove 

Like those illusive dreams that pass the ivory 
gate! 

New age, that roUest o'er man thy davniing year, 

Ah, sure all happy omens hail thy birth ; 
Sure whiter annals in thy train appear. 

And purer glory cheers the gladden'd Earth. 
Like the young eagle, when his steadfast glance 

Meets the full sunbeam in his upward flight, 
So thou shalt with majestic step advance, 

And fix thy dauntless eye on Liberty and Light ! 

H. M. WILUAliS. 

1801. 



i 
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TO MANKIND. 

Is there, or do the schoolmen dream. 
Is there on earth a power supreme, 

The delegate of Heaven? 
To whom an ancontrol'd command, 
In every realm o'er sea and land. 

By special grace is given ? 

Then say, what signs this god proclaim ? 
l)wells he amid the diamond's flame, 

A throne his hallowed shrine ? 
The borrowed pomp, the arm'd array, 
Want, Fear, and Impotence betray ; 

Strange proofs of power divine ! 

If service due from humankind, 
To men in slothful ease reclined, 

Can form- a sovereign's claim; . 
Hail, monarchs ! ye whom Heaven ordains, 
Our toils unshared, to share our gains. 

Ye idiots, blind and lame ! 

Superior virtue, wisdom, might 
Create and mark the ruler's right. 

So reason must conclude : 
Then thine it is, to whom belong . 
The wise, the virtuous, and the strong, 

Thrice sacred multitude ! 

In thee, vast all! are these contain'd, 
For thee are those, thy parts, ordain'd. 



:^ 
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So Nature's systems roll : 
The sceptre's thhie, if such there be ; 
If none there is, then thou art free, 

Great monarch ! mfghty whole ! 

Let the proud tyrant rest his cause 
On faith, prescription, force, or laws, 

A host's or senate's yoice ! 
His voice affirms thy stronger due, 
Who for the many made the few, 

And gaye the species choice. 

Unsanctified by thy command. 
Unowned by thee, the sceptred hand 

The trembling slave may bind : 
But, loose from Nature's moral ties, 
The oath by force imposed belies 

The unassenting mind. 

Thy will's thy rule, thy good its end ; 
You punish only to defend 

What parent nature gave : 
And he who dares her gifts invade, 
By nature's oldest law is made 

Thy victim or thy slave. 

Thus reason founds the just decree 
On universal liberty, 

Not private rights resigned : 
Through various Nature's wide extent, 
No private beings e'er were meant 

To hurt the general kind. 

Thee justice guides, thee right maintains^ 
The* oppressor's wrongs, the pilferer's gains 



I.- 
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Thy injured weal impair. • 

Thy wannest passions soon subside, 
Nor partial envy, hate, nor pride 

Thy tempered counsels share. 

Each instance of thy yengefiil rage, 
Collected from each clime and age. 

Though malice swell the sum, 
Would seem a spotless scanty roll, 
Compared with«Marius' bloody scroll, 

Or Sylla's hippodrome. 

But thine has been imputed blame, 
The' unworthy few assume thy name. 

The rabble weak and loud : 
Or those who on thy ruins feast, 
The lord, the lawyer, and the jmest ; 

A more ignoble crowd. 

Avails it thee^ if one devours, 

Or lesser spoilers share his powers. 

While both thy claim oppose? 
Monsters who wore thy sullied crown, 
Tyrants who puU'd those monsters down, 

Alike to thee were foes. 

Far other shone fair Freedom's hand, 
Far other was the' immortal stand, 

When Hambden jQought for thee : 
They snatch 'd from rapine^s gripe thy spoils, 
The fruits and prize of glorious toils. 

Of arts and industry. 

On thee yet foams the preacher's rage. 
On thee fierce frowns the' historian's page. 
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A fklse apostate train : 
Tears stream adown the martyr^s tomb, 
Unpitied in their harder doom, 

Thy thousands strew the plain. 

These had no charms to please the sense, 
No graceful port, no eloquence 

To win the Muse's throng : 
Unknown, unsung, unmark'd they lie ; 
But Caesar's fate o'ercasts the sky, 

And Nature mourns his i^ng. 

Thy foes, a frontless band, invade ; 
Thy friends afford a timid aid, 

And yield up half thy light. 
£yen Locke beams forth a mingled ray, 
Afraid to pour the flood of ^ay 

On man's too feeble sight. 

Hence are the motley systems framed. 
Of right transferred, of power reclaimed, 

Distinctionis weak and vain. 
Wise Nature mocks the wrangling herd ; 
For unreclaim'd and untransferr'd 

Her powers and rights remain. 

While law the royal agent moves. 
The instrument thy choice approves. 

We bow through him to you. 
But change, or cease tie* inspiring choice. 
The sovereign sinks a private voice. 

Alike in one or few ! 

Shall then the wretch whose dastard heart 
Shrinks at a tyrant's nobler part, 

YOL. UI. H 
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And only dares betray, 
With reptile wiles, alas ! prevail, 
When force and rage and priestcraft fail, 

To pilfer power away? 

O ! shall the bought and buying tribe, 
The slaves who take and deal the bribe, 

A people's claims enjoy ! 
So Indian murderers hope to gain 
The powers and virtues of the slain, 

Of wretches they destroy. 

* 

* Avert it. Heaven ; you love the brave, 
You hate the treacherous, willing slave. 

The self-devoted head. 
Nor shall a hireling's voice convey * 
That sacred prize to lawless sway. 

For which a nation bled.^ 

Vain prayer, the coward's weak resource ! 
Directing reason, active force 

Propitious Heaven bestows. 
But ne'er shall flame the thundering sky 
To aid the trembling herd that fly 

Before their weaker foes. 

In names there dwell no magic charms,. 
The British virtues, British arms 

Unloosed our faliiers' band : 
Say, Greece and Rome, if these should fail. 
What names, what ancestors avail, 

To save a sinking land ? 

Far, far from us such ills shall be, 
Mankind shall boast one nation free. 




ODES. 51 

One monaroh tFuly great : 
Whoset title speaks a people*s choice, 
Whose sovereign will a people's voice, 

Whose strength a prosperous state. 

LORD NUGENT. 



HYMN. 



Ye are the salt of the earth. 

Salt of the earth, ye virtuous few, 

Who season humankind ; 
Lights of the world, whose cheering ray 

Illumes the realms of mind ; 

Where Misery spreads her deepest shade 

Your strong compassion glows ; 
From your bless'd lips the balm distils 

That softens mortal woes. 

By dying beds, in prison glooms, 

Your frequent steps are found ; 
Angels of love ! you hover near, 

To bind the stranger's wound. . 

You wash with tears the bloody page, 

Which human crimes deform; 
When vengeance threats, ^our prayers ascend. 

And break the gathering storm. 

As down the summer stream of vice 

The thoughtless many glide, 
Upwards you steer your steady back. 

And stem the rushing tide. 
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Where Guilt her foul contagion spreads, 

And golden spoils allure, 
Unspotted still your garments shine, — 

Your hands are ever pure. 

Whene'er you touch the poef s lyre 

A loftier strain is heard ; 
Each ardent thought is yours alone. 

And every burning word. 

Yours is the large expansive thought. 

The high heroic deed ; 
Exile and chains to you are dear. 

To you 'tis sweet to bleed. 

You lift on high the warning voice, 

When public ills prevail ; 
Yours is the writing on the wall, 

That turns the tyrant pale. 

The dogs of hell your steps pursue. 

With scoff and shame and loss ; 
The hemlock bowl 'tis yours to drain, 

To taste the bitter cross. 

E'en yet the steaming scaffolds smoke 

By Seine's polluted stream ; 
With your rich blood the fields are drench'd 

Where Polish' sabres gleam. 

E'en now, through those accursed bars 

In vain we send our sighs, 
Where, deep in Olmutz' dungeon glooms. 

The patriot martyr lies. 

Yet yours is all, through History's rolls 

The kindling bosom feels ; 
And at your tomb, with throbbing heart. 

The fond enthusiast kneels. 
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In every faith, through every clime, 

Your pilgrim steps we trace ; 
And shrines are dress'd, and temples rise, 

Each hallowM spot to grace : 

And pseans loud, in every tongue, 

And choral hymns resound ; 
And lengthening honours hand your name 

To time's remotest bound. 

Proceed ! your race of glory run. 

Your virtuous toils endure ! 
You come, commissioned from on high, 

And your reward is sure. 

oats. BARBAUU). 



TO MUSIC. 



Queen of every moving measure ! 
Sweetest source of purest pleasure 1 
Music ! why thy powers employ 
Only for the sons of Joy? 
Only for the smiling guests 
At natal or at nuptial feasts ? 
Rather thy lenient numbers pour 
On those whom secret griefs devour ; 
Bid be still the throbbing hearts 
Of those whom Death or Absence parts; 
And with some softly whispered air 
Smooth the brow of dumb Despair. 

DR. WARTON. 
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HYMN TO MAY. 



— None formofiuimiu Annas. Virgil, 



^^z Argument. 

Subject proposed. Invocation of May. Description of he 
her operations on Natare. Boanty recommended : in pi 
ticniar at this season. Vernal apostrophe. Love the rail 
passion in May. The celebration of Venas her birthday 
this month. Raral retirement in spring. Conclusion. 



Ethereal daughter of the lusty Spring 

And sweet Fayonius, ever gentle May ! 

Shall I, unblamed^ presume of thee to sing, , 

And with thy living colours gild my lay ? 

Thy genial spirit mantles in my brain ; 

My numbers languish in a softer vein : 

I pant, too emulous, to flow in Spenser's strain 

Say, mild Aurora of the blooming year, 
With storms when Winter blackens Nature's fac* 
When whirling winds the howling forest tear. 
And shake the solid mountains from their base 
Say, what refulgent chambers of the sky 
Veil thy beloved glories from the eye, 
For which the nations pine, and Earth's fair ch 
dren die ? 

Where Leda's twins*, forth from their diamoi 

tower. 
Alternate, o'er the Night their beams divide ; 
In light embosom'd, happy, and secure 
From Winter rage, thou choosest to abide. 

* Castor and PoUax. 
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'd residence ! for there, as poets tell, 

towers of Poetry and Wisdom dwell • ; 

.0 wakes the Arts ; the Muses strike the shell. 

s t o'er Rhedicyna's laurel'd mead, 

ever spread, ye laurels green and new!) 

brother stars their gracious nurture shed, 

secret blessings of poetic dew. 

bathe their horses in the learned flood, 

flame recruited for the' ethereal road ; 

leem fair Isis' swans X fair as their father god. 

>oner April, trimm'd with girlands§ gay, 
; fragrance o'er the world,and kindly showers ; 
in the eastern pride of beauty. May,, 
adden Earth, forsakes her heavenly bowers, 
»ring Nature from her palsied state. 
, retire 5 ne || longer. Nature, wait : 
may she issue from the Morning's golden gate. 

!, bounteous May ! in fulness of thy might, 
briskly on the mirth-infusing hours, 
ecent from the bosom of delight, 
nectar nurtured, and involved in flowers : 
Ipring's sweet blush, by Nature's teeming 
eb^'s dimplysmile,by Flora's bloom: [womb; 
enus'self (for Venus' self demands thee) come ! 

le warm sighs, in dev\ry eventide, 
elting maidens, in the woodbine groves, 
ty loosen'd, soften'd down from pride ; 
tiling turtles, and by cooing doves ; 

e Gemini are supposed to preside over learned men. 

»nlanas, in Ids beaatifnl poem called Urania. Lib. S. 

mini. 

«ly, certainly. Ihid, Rhedicyna, Oxford. 

liter deceived Leda in the shape of a swan, aa she was 

{ Iwraeir in the river Earotas. 

rlands. || Nor. 
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By the youths' plainings stealing on the air 
(For youths will plain, though yielding be the fair), 
Hither, to bless the maidens and the youths, re- 
pair. 

With dew bespangled, by the hawthorn buds. 
With freshness breathing, by the daisied plains, 
By the mixM music of the warbling woods. 
And jovial roundelays * of nymphs and swains ; 
In thy full energy and rich array. 
Delight of earth and heaven, O blessed May ! 
From heaven descend to earth : on earth vouch- 
safe to stay. 

She comes ! — a silken camus t^ emerald green, 
Gracefully loose, adowu her shoulders flows 
(Fit to ei^old the limbs of Paphos' queen). 
And with the labours of the needle glows, 
Purfledt by Nature's hand! The amorous air 
And musky western breezes fast repair. 
Her mantle proud to swell, and wanton vnth her 
hair. 

Her hair (but rather threads of light it seems), 
With the gay hc^ours of the Spring entwined, 
Copious, unbound, in nectar'd ringlets streams. 
Floats glittering on the sun, and scents the wind. 
Lovesick with odours ! — Now to order roll'd, 
It melts upon her bosom's dainty mould. 
Or, curling round her waist, disparts its wavy 
gold. 

Young circling roses, blushing, round them throw 
The sweet abundance of their purple rays, 
And lilies, dipp'd in fragrance, freshly blow. 
With blended beauties in her angel face. 

* SoDKB. t A light gown. * Flonriihed wfth a needle. 
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The humid radiance beaming from her eyes 
The air and seas illumes, the earth and skies ; 
And open^where she smiles^the sweets of Paradise. 

On Zephyr's wing the laughing goddess view, 
Distilling balm. She cleaves the buxom air, 
Attended by the silyer-footed Dew, 
The ravages of Winter to repair. ' ^ 

She gives her naked bosom to the gales, 
Her naked bosom down the ether sails ; 
Her bosom breathes delight; her breath the 
Spring exhales. 

All as the phoenix, in Arabian skies. 
New bumish'd from his spicy funeral pyres. 
At large, in roseal undulation *, flies ; 
His plumage dazzles, and the gazer tires : 
Around their king the plumy nations wait. 
Attend his triumph, and augment his state : 
He, towering, claps his vnngs, and vrins the' 
ethereal height — 

So roimd this phoenix of the gaudy year 
A thousand, nay ten thousand sports and smiles. 
Fluttering in gold, along the hemisphere, 
Her praises chant ; her praises glad the isles. 
CoDBcious of her approach (to deck her bowers) 
Earth from her fruitful lap and bosom pours 
A waste of springing sweets and voluntary flowers. 



• Pliny telli oi^Iib. 11, that the phoenix is aboat the bigneii 
of an eagle ; the feathera roond the neck shining like gold ; the 
body of a porple coloar ; the tail blae, with feathers resem- 
bling roses. See Clandian's fine Poem on that sabject, and 
Maredilas Donatas, who has a short dissertation on the phoenix 
in his Oliservations on Tacitns. Annal. Lib. 6. Wesley on 
Job, and Sir Tbo. Brown's Vnlgar Errors. 

TOL. in. I 
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Narcissus* fair, in snowy velvet gown'd ; 
Ah, foolish ! stUl to love the fountain brim : 
Sweet Hyacinth t, by Phoebus erstt bemoan'd 
And tulip, flaring in her powder'd trim. 
Whate'er Armida§, in thy gardens blew; 
Whatever the sun inhales, or sips the dew ; 
Whate'er compose the chaplet on lanthe's bro' 

He who undazed || can wander o'er her face. 
May g^ upon the solar blaze at noon ; — 
What more than female sweetness, and a grac 
Peculiar! save, lanthe, thine alone, 
Ineffable effusion of the day ! 
So very much the same that lovers say. 
May is lanthe ; or the dear lanthe May. 

So far as doth the harbinger of Day 

The lesser lamps of Night in sheen If excel : 

So far in sweetness and in beauty May 

Above all other months doth bear the bell. 

So far as May doth other months exceed, 

So far in virtue and in goodlihead** 

Above all other nymphs lanthe bears the meec 



* A beantimi youth who. beholding his face in a fonn 
fell in love with himseif, and pinine away was changed it 
flower which bears his name. See Ovid. Metamorpb. Lib 

t Beloved, and tarned into a flower, by Apollo. Sec 
Story in Ovid. Met. Lib. 10. There is lilcewise a carioas 
logae in Lucian betwixt Mercary and Apollo on this sub 
Servitts, in his Notes on VirKiis secona Bucolic, takes 
Hyacinth to be the Vacciniam of the Latins, bearing i 
similitode vrith the name. 

I Formerly : long ago. 

$ See Tasso's II Qoiflredo, Canto 16. [1 Undazxled. 

V Brightness, shining. ** Beauty. tt Prize. 
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Welcome! as to a youthfal poet wine, 

To fire his fancy and enlarge his soul : 

He weaves the laurel chaplet with the vine, 

And grows immortal as he drains the bowl. 

Welcome ! as beauty to the lovesick swain, 

For which he long had sigh'd/but sigh'd in vain :' 

He darts into her arms ; quick vanishes his pain. 

The drowsy Elements, aroused by thee. 

Roll to harmonious measures, active all ! 

Earth, Water, Air, and Fire, with feeling glee. 

Exult to celebrate thy festivfd. 

Fire glows intenser ; softer blows the Air; 

More smooth the Waters flow; Earth smiles more 
fair : 

Earth, Water, Air, and Fire, thy gladdening im- 
pulse share. 

What boundless tides of splendour o'er the skies, 
O'erflowing brightness ! stream their golden rays ! 
Heaven's azure kindles with the varying dyes. 
Reflects the glory, and returns the blaze. 
Air whitens : wide the tracts of ether been 
With colours damask'd rich, and goodly sheen ; 
And all above is blue, and all below is green. 

At thy approach, the wild waves' loud uproar, 
And foamy surges of the maddening main. 
Forget to heave their mountains to the shore ; 
Diffused into the level of the plain. 
For thee the halcyon builds her summer's nest; 
For thee the Ocean smooths her troubled breast. 
Gay from thy placid smiles, in thy own purple 
dress'd. 
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Haye ye not seen, in gentle eventide, 
When Jupiter the earth hath richly shower'd, 
Striding the clonds, a Bow dispredden* wide 
As if with light inwove, and gaily flowered 
With bright variety of blending dyes? 
White, purple, yellow, melt along the skies, 
Alternate colours sink, alternate colours rise. 

The Earth's embroidery then have ye eyed. 
And smile of blossoms, yellow, purple, white ; 
Their vernal-tinctured leaves, luxurious, dyed 
In Flora's livery, painted by the light. 
Light's painted children in the breezes play. 
Lay out their dewy bosoms to the ray. 
Their soft enamel spread, and beautify the day. 

From the wide altar of the foodful Earth 

The flowers, the herbs, the plants their incense roll : 

The orchards swell the ruby-tinctured birth; 

The vermil gardens breathe the spicy soul. 

Grateful to May, the nectar spirit flies. 

The wafted clouds of lavish'd odours rise. 

The zephyr's balmy burthen, worthy of the skies. 

The Bee, the golden daughter of the Spring, 
From mead to mead, in wanton labour roves. 
And loads its littie tiiigh or gilds its wing 
l^ith all the essence of the flushing groves : 
Extracts the aromatic soul of flowers. 
And, humming in delight, its waxen bowers 
Fills with the luscious spoils, and lives ambrosial 
hours. 

* Spread. 
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Toach'd by thee, May, the flocks and lusty droTes, 
That low in pastures or on mountains bleat. 
Revive their frolics and renew their loves, 
Stung to the marrow vnth a generous heat. 
The stately courser, bounding o'er the plain. 
Shakes to the vnndis the honours of his mane, 
(High-arch'd his neck) and, snu£Sng, hopes the 
dappled train. 

The aereal songsters soothe the listening groves : 
The mellow thrush, the ouzle* sweetly shrill. 
And little linnet celebrate their loves 
In hawthorn valley or on tufted hill ; 
The soaring lark, the lowly nightingale, 
A thorn her pillow, trills her doleful tale, ' 
And melancholy music dies along the dale. 

This gay exuberance of gorgeous Spring, 
The gilded mountain, and the herbaged vale, 
The woods that blossom, and the birds that sing. 
The murmuring fountain, and the breathing dale : 
The dale, the fountains, birds, and woods delight. 
The vales, the mountains, and the Spring invite. 
Yet unadom'd by May, no longer charm the sight. 

When Nature laughs around, shall man alone. 
Thy image, hang (ah me!) the sickly head? 
When Nature sings, shall Nature's glory groan. 
And languish for the pittance poor of bread ! 
O, may the man that shall his image scorn, 
Alive, be ground vnth hunger, most forlorn, 
Die unanell'dt ; and dead, by dogs and kites be 
torn. 

* Blackbird. t Without a funeral knell. 



Hbtc jt not feen, in gentle erentide, 
When Jupiter th« earth hath richly shower'd. 
Striding the eloada, a Bow dispredden ' nide 
A» if with light inwove, and gaily flower'd 
With bright variety of blending djesf 
White, parple, yellow, meit along the skiea. 
Alternate colours sink, altemate colours riso. 

The Earth'i embroidery then have ye eyed. 
And smile of btoasoms, yellow, purple, white ; 
llieir Temal- tinctured leaves, luiurious, dyed 
In Flora's Uveiy, painted by the light. 
IJght> painted children in (he breezes play, 
1«7 otit tbeii dewy boeomi to the ray, 
llieiT soft enamel spread, and beaatiff the day. 

Prom Uie wide altar of the foodfol Earth 
Th«aowers,theberbs,theplBnta their incense roll: 
The orchards swell the niby-tinctured birth ; 
The vermil gardens breathe the spicy soal. 
Grateful to May, the nectar spirit lliei. 
The wafted clouds of larish'd odonn riN, 
The sepbyr's balmy burthen, wnrthf of tt« lUtM. 

The Bee, the golden dauRhler of the Spring, 
From mead to luesd, in i^anton UhnUT roves 
And loads its little thigh or gild* to 'wins 
With all the essence of the ft 
Eitracta the aj 
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Toqcb'd by thee, May, the flocfca and laity droTU, 
That low in paatnTea or on moimtains bleat, 
Berire theii froUca and renen theii lorei, 
Stung to the marrow with ■ geDeroOB beat. 
The stately courser, bonnding o'er the plftin, 
Shakes to the wijod^ the honoura of hii mane, 
(High-arch'd bii neck) and, souffing, hopea the 
dappled train. 

The aereal songsters soothe the listening groves: 
The mellow thrash, the ousle* sweetly shrill. 
And little linnet celebrate their loves 
In hawthorn valley or on taHed hill; 
The soaring lark, the lowly nightlDgale, 
A thorn her pillow, trills her dolefnl tale, ' 
And melancholy mnsio dies along the dele. 

^1* gay emberance of gorgeous Spring, 
Tlie gilded mountain, and the herbaged vale, 
^e woods that blossom, and the birds that sing, 
Jae munnuring fountain, and the breathing dale : 
*^ tUle, the fountains, birds, and woods delight, 
^* *«1«B, the niDnnlalna, and thf Spring invite, 
'*' "natiom'd by May, no longer cliarro the sight. 

^*^^alure IbueIis around, shall man alone, 
h.fia i]g (ah me t) the sickly bi 
Uige, shall Nature's gM 
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Cuned may he be (as if he were not so) ! 
Nay doubly cursed be such a breast of steel. 
Which never melted at another's woe, 
Nor tenderness of bowels knew to feel. 
His heart is black as hell, in flowing store 
Who hears the needy crying at his door, 
Who hears them cry, ne recks *{ but suffers them 
be poor. 

But bless'd, O more than doubly bless'd be he ! 
Let Honour crown him and eternal Rest, 
Whose bosom, the sweet fount of Charity, 
Flows out to noursle f Innocence distressed. 
His ear is open to the widow's cries. 
His hand the orphan's cheek of sorrow dries ; 
lake Mercy's self he looks on Want with Pity's 
eyes. 

In this bless'd Season, pregnant with delight, 

Ne t may the boding owl with screeches wound 

The solemn silence of the quiet night, 

Ne croaking raven with tinhallow'd sound, 

Ne damned ghost affray § with deadly yell 

The waking lover, raised by mighty spell,* 

To pale the stars, till Hesper shine it back to hell. 

Ne witches rifle gibbets, by the moon 
(With horror winking, trembling all with fear). 
Of many a clinking chain, and canker'd bone : 
Nor' imp in visionary shape appear, 
To blast the thriving verdure of the plain ; 
Ne let hobgoblin, ne the ponk, profane [brain. 
With shadowy glare the light, and mad the bursting 

• Nor is concerned. t To nnrse. 

X Nor. $ Affright. 
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Yet fairy elves (so ancient custom's* will) 
The green-gown'd fairy elyes, by starry sheen f, 
May gambol or in valley or on hill. 
And leave their footsteps on the circled green. 
Full lightly trip it, dapper Mab, around ; 
Full featly t> Oberon, thou, o'er grass turf bound : 
Mab brushes off no dewdrops, Oberon prints no 
ground. 

Ne§ bloody rumours violate the ear, 

Of cities sack'd and kingdoms desolate, 

With plague or sword, with pestilence or war ; 

Ne rueful murmur stain thy era date ; 

Ne shameless calumny, for fell despite. 

The foulest fiend that e'er blasphemed the light. 

At lovely lady rail, nor grin at courteous knight. 

Ne wailing in our streets nor fields be heard, 

Ne voice of misery assault the heart ; 

Ne fatherless from table be debarred; • 

Ne piteous tear from eye of sorrow start; 

But, plenty, pour thyself into the bowl 

Of bounty-head; may never want control [soul. 

That good good honest man who feeds the famish'd 

Now let the trumpet's martial thunders sleep ; 
The viol wake alone and tender flute : 
The Phrygian lyre with sprightly fingers sweep. 
And, Erato, dissolve the Lydian lute. 

* The LeraarU, or rites sacred to the Lemores. were cele- 
brated by the Romans in May. See Ovid. Fast. 1, 5,&c. They 
imaginra the Lemores (in English, Fairies) to l>e liiie ghosts oP 
deceased persons: bat oor traditional accoonts are very diffe-' 
rent in respect to the nature of fairies. Shakspeare's Midsom* 
mer Night's Dream, Drayton's Fairy Tale, and a celebrated 
' Old Ballad,' are masterpieces in their kind. 

t Brightness. X Nimbly. $ Nor. 
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Yet Clio frets and burns with honest pain, 

To rouse and animate the martial strain, [plain. 

While British banners flame o'er many a purpled 

The trumpet sleeps, but soon for thee shall wake, 
niustrious chief! to sound thy mighty name 
(Snatch'd from the malice of Lethean lake). 
Triumphant swelling from the mouth of Fame. 
Meanwhile, disdain not (so the yirgins pray) 
This rosy crown, with myrtle wove and bay 
(Too humble crown I ween), the offering of May. 

And while the yirgins hail thee with their voice, 
Heaping thy crowded way With greens and flowers. 
And in the fondness of their heart rejoice 
To soothe, with dance and song, thy gentler hours ; 
Indulge the season, and vnth sweet repair 
Embay thy limbs, tiie vernal beauties share : 
Then blaze in arms again, renewed for future war. 

Britannia's happy isle derives from May 
The choicest blessings liberty bestows : 
When royal Charles (for ever hail the day !) 
In mercy triumphed o'er ignoble foes. 
Restored with him, the arts the drooping head 
Gaily again uprear'd ; the Muses' shade [ray'd. 
With fresher honours bloomed, in greener trim ar- 

And thou, the goodliest blossom of our isles ! 
Great Frederick's and his Augusta's joy. 
Thy native month approved with infant smiles. 
Sweet as the smiling May, imperial boy ! 
Britannia hopes thee for her future lord. 
Loved as thy parents, only not adored ! [tored. 
Whene'er a George is bom, Charles is again res- 
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O, may his father'/^ pant for finer fame, 
And boundless bountyhead to humankind ; 
His grandsires' glory, and his uncle's name, 
Renowned in war ! inflame his ardent mind : 
So arts shall flourish 'neath his equal sway, 
So arms the hostile nations wide afiray ; 
The laurel Victory, Apollo wear the bay. 

Through kind infusion of celestial power. 

The dullard earth May quickeneth with delight : 

Full suddenly the seeds of joy recure* 

Elastic spring, and force within empightf. 

If senseless elements invigorate prove ' 

By genial May, and heavy matter move, [love ? 

Shall shepherdesses cease, shall shepherds faibto 

Ye shepherdesses, in a goodly round. 

Purpled with health, as in the greenwood shade, 

Incontinent ye thump the echoing ground 

And deftly t lead the dance along the glade ; 

(O, may no showers your merry-makes affray!) 

Hail at the opening, at the closing day. 

All hail, ye bonnibels §, to your own season. May. 

Nor ye absent yourselves, ye shepherd swains, 
But lend to dance and song the liberal May, 
And while in jocund ranks you beat the plains. 
Your flocks shall nibble and your lambkins play, 
Frisking in glee. To May your garlands bring. 
And ever and anon her praises sing : [ring. 

The woods shall echo May, with May the valleys 

• Recover. t Placed, fixed. % Finely. 

$ Pretty women. 

VOL. ni. K 
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Your Maypole deck with flowery coronal; 
Sprinkle the flowery coronal with wine ; 
And in the nimble-footed galliard, all, 
Shepherds and shepherdesses, lively, join. 
Hither from tillage sweet and hamlet fair, 
From bordering cot and distant glen repair. 
Let youth indulge its sport, to eld* bequeath its 
care. 

Ye wanton Dryads and light-tripping Fawns^ 

Ye jolly Satyrs, full of lustyhead t, 

And ye that haunt the hills, the brooks, the lawns ; 

O, come with rural chaplets gay dispread : 

With heel so nimble wear the springing grass. 

To shrilling bagpipe, or to tinkling brass ; 

Or foot it to the reed : Pan pipes himself apace. 

In this soft season, when creation smiled, 
A quiyering splendour on the ocean hung. 
And from the fruitful froth, his fairest child, 
The queen of bliss and beauty, Venus sprung. 
The dolphins gambol o'er the watery way, 
Carol the Naiads, while the Tritons play. 
And all the seagreen Sisters bless the holiday. 

In honour of her natal month, the queen 
Of bliss and beauty consecrates her hours. 
Fresh as her cheek, and as her brow serene. 
To buxom ladies, and their paramours. 
Love tips with golden alchymy his dart; 
With rapturous anguish, with a honey'd smart, 
Eye languishes on eye, and heart dissolves on heart. 

• Old age. t Vigour. 
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A softly sweUing hill, w|th myrtlesvcrown'd * 
(MyrUes to Venus algates* sacred been), 
Hight Acidale, the fairest spot on ground, 
For ever fragrant and for ever green. 
Overlooks the windings of a shady vale. 
By beauty form'd for amorous regale. 
Was eTer hill so sweet as sweetest Acidale ? 

All down the sides, the sides profuse of flowers, 
A hundred rills, in shining mazes, flow 
Through mossy grottos, amaranthine bowers, 
And form a laughing flood in vale below : 
Where oft their limbs the Loves and Graces bay t 
(When Summer sheds insufierable day), [play. 
And sport and dive and flounce in wantonness of 

No noise overcomes the silence of the shades. 
Save short-breathed vows, the dear excessof joy ; 
Or harmless giggle of the youths and maids, 
Who yield obeisance to the Cyprian boy : 
Or lute, soft-sighing in the passing gale; 
Or fountain, gurgling down the sacred vale ; 
Or hymn to beauty's queen, or lover's tender tale. 

Here Venus revels, here maintains her court 
In light festivity and gladsome game : 
The young and gay, in frolic troops resort, 
Withouten censure and withouten blame. 
In pleasure steep'd, and dancing in delight, 
Night steals upon tiie day, the day on night : 
Each knight his lady loves ; each lady loves her 
knight. 

• Ever. t Balbe. 
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Have ye not seen, in gentle eyentide. 
When Jupiter the earth hath richly shower'd, 
Striding the cloads, a Bow dispredden* wide 
As if with light inwove, and gaily flower'd 
With bright variety of blending dyes? 
White, purple, yellow, melt along the skies, 
Alternate colours sink, alternate colours rise. 

The Earth's embroidery then have ye eyed, 
And smile of blossoms, yellow, purple, white ; 
Their vernal-tinctured leaves, luxurious, dyed 
In Flora's livery, painted by the light. 
Light's painted children in the breeds play. 
Lay out their dewy bosoms to the ray. 
Their soft enamel spread, and beautify the day. 

From the wide altar of the foodful Earth 

The flowers, the herbs, the plants their incense roll : 

The orchards swell the ruby-tinctured birth ; 

The vermil gardens breathe the spicy soul. 

Grateful to May, the nectar spirit flies, 

The wafted clouds of lavished odours rise. 

The zephyr's balmy burthen, worthy of the skies. 

The Bee, the golden daughter of the Spring, 
From mead to mead, in wanton labour roves, 
And loads its little thigh or gilds its wing 
T^ith all the essence of the flushing groves : 
Extracts the aromatic soul of flowers. 
And, humming in delight, its waxen bowers 
Fills with the luscious spoils, and lives ambrosial 
hours. 

* Spread. 
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Touched by thee, May, the flocks and lusty droves, 
That low in pastures or on mountains bleat, 
Revive their frolics and renew their loves. 
Stung to the marrow with a generous heat. 
The stately courser, bounding o'er the plain. 
Shakes to the winds the honours of his mane, 
(High-arch'd his neck) and, snuffing, hopes the 
dappled train. 

The aereal songsters soothe the listening gi^ves : 
The mellow thrush, the ouzle* sweetly shrill, 
And little linnet celebrate their loves 
In hawthorn valley or on tufted hill ; 
The soaring lark, the lowly nightingale, 
A thorn her pillow, trills her doleful tale, ' 
And melancholy music dies along the dale. 

This gay exuberance of gorgeous Spring, 
The gilded mountain, and the herbaged vale. 
The woods that blossom, and the birds that sing. 
The murmuring fountain, and the breathing dale : 
The dale, the fountains, birds, and woods delight. 
The vales, the moimtains, and the Spring invite, 
Yet unadom'd by May, no longer charm the sight. 

When Nature laughs around, shall man alone. 
Thy image, hang (ah me!) the sickly head? 
When Nature sings, shall Nature's glory groan. 
And languish for the pittance poor of bread ! 
O, may the man that shall his image scorn, 
Alive, be ground with hunger, most forlorn, 
Die unanell'dt ; and dead, by dogs and kites be 
torn. 

• Blackbird. t Withoat a foneral knell. 
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Cursed may he be (as if he were not so) ! 
Nay doubly cursed be such a breast of steel. 
Which never melted at another's woe, 
Kor tenderness of bowels knew to feel. 
His heart is black as hell, in flowing store 
Who hears the needy crying at his door, 
Who hears them cry, ne recks *i but suffers them 
be poor. 

But bless'd, O more than doubly bless'd be he ! 
Let Honour crown him and eternal Rest, 
Whose bosom, the sweet fount of Charity, 
Flows out to noursle f Innocence distressed. 
His ear is open to the widow's cries, 
His hand the orphan's cheek of sorrow dries ; 
Like Mercy's self he looks on Want with Pity's 
eyes. 

In this bless'd Season, pregnant with delight, 

IVe t may the boding owl with screeches wound 

The solemn silence of the quiet night, 

Ne croaking raven with unhallow'd sound, 

Ne damned ghost affray § with deadly yell 

The waking lover, raised by mighty spell,.. 

To pale the stars, till Hesper shine it back to hell. 

Ne witches rifle gibbets, by the moon 
(With horror winking, trembling all with fear). 
Of many a clinking chain, and canker'd bone : 
Nor' imp in visionary shape appear. 
To blast the thriving verdure of the plain ; 
Ne let hobgoblin, ne the ponk, profane [brain. 
With shadowy glare the light, and mad the bursting 

* Nor is concerned. t To nurse. 

X Nor. $ Affright. 
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Y€t fairy elves (so ancient custom's* will) 
The green-gown'd fairy elves, by starry sheen f, 
May gambol or in valley or on hill. 
And leave their footsteps on the circled green. 
Full lightly trip it, dapper Mab, aronnd ; 
Fall featly t, Oberon, thou, o'er grass turf bound : 
Mab brushes off no dewdrops, Oberon prints no 
ground. 

Ne§ bloody rumours violate the ear, 

Of cities sack'd and kingdoms desolate, 

With plague or svirord, with pestilence or war ; 

Ne rueful murmur stain thy era date ; 

Ne shameless calumny, for fell despite, 

The foulest fiend that e'er blasphemed the light, 

At lovely lady rail, nor grin at courteous knight. 

Ne wailing in our streets nor fields be heard, 

Ne voice of misery assault the heart ; 

Ne fatherless from table be debarred; • 

Ne piteous tear from eye of sorrow start ; 

But, plenty, pour thyself into the bowl 

Of bounty-head ; may never want control [soul. 

That good good honest man who feeds the famish'd 

Now let the trumpet's martial thunders sleep ; 
The viol wake alone and tender flute : 
The Phrygian lyre with sprightly fingers sweep. 
And, Erato, dissolve the Lydian lute. 

* The Leraaria, or rites sacred to the Lemores. were cele- 
brated by the Romans in May. See Ovid. Fast. 1, 5,&c. They 
Imaginra the Lemares (in English, Fairies) to l>e lilie ghosts of; 
deceued persons : bat oor traditional acconnts are very diffe-' 
rent in respect to the nature of fairies. Shakspeare's Midsam- 
mer Night's Dream, Drayton's Fairy Tale, and a celebrated 
* Old Ballad,* are masterpieces in their kind. 

t Brightness. % Nimbly. $ Nor. 
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Yet Clio frets and bums with honest pain. 

To rouse and animate the martial strain, [plain. 

While British banners flame o'er many a purpled 

The tnimpet sleeps, but soon for thee shall wake, 
ninstrioos chief! to sound thy mighty name 
(Snatch'd from the malice of Lethean lake), 
Triumphant swelling from the mouth of Fame. 
Meanwhile, disdain not (so the yirgins pray) 
This rosy crown, with myrtle wove and bay 
(Too humble crown I ween), the offering of May. 

And while the yirgins hail thee with their voice, 
Heaping thy crowded way With greens and flowers. 
And in the fondness of tiieir heart rejoice 
To soothe, with dance and song, thy gentler hours ; 
Indulge the season, and vnth sweet repair 
Embay thy limbs, the vernal beauties share : 
Then blaze in arms again, renewed for future war. 

Britannia's happy isle derives from May 
The choicest blessings liberty bestows : 
When royal Charles (for ever hail the day !) 
In mercy triumphed o'er ignoble foes. 
Restored with him, the arts the drooping head 
Gaily again uprear'd ; the Muses' shade [ray'd. 
With fresher honours bloomed, in greener trim ar- 

And thou, the goodliest blossom of our isles ! 
Great Frederick's and his Augusta's joy. 
Thy native month approved with infant smiles. 
Sweet as the smiling; May, imperial boy ! 
Britannia hopes thee for her future lord. 
Loved as thy parents, only not adored ! [tored. 
Whene'er a George is bom, Charles is again res- 
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Oy may his fatherV pant for finer fame, 
And boundless bonntyhead to humankind ; 
His grandsires' glory, and his uncle's name. 
Renowned in war ! inflame his ardent mind: 

I 

So arts shall flourish 'neath his equal sway, 
So arms the hostile nations wide afiray ; 
The laurel Victory, Apollo wear the bay. 

Through kind infusion of celestial power. 

The dullard earth May quickeneth with delight : 

Full suddenly the seeds of joy recure* 

Elastic springy and force within empightf. 

If senseless elements invigorate prove ' 

By genial May, and heavy matter move, [love ? 

Shall shepherdesses cease, shall shepherds faibto 

Ye shepherdesses, in a goodly round. 

Purpled with health, as in the greenwood shade, 

Incontinent ye thump the echoing ground 

And deftly t lead the dance along the glade; 

(O, may no showers your merry-makes aflfray!) 

Hsdl at the opening, at the closing day. 

All hail, ye bonnibels §, to your own season, May. 

Nor ye absent yourselves, ye shepherd swains, 
But lend to dance and song the liberal May, 
And while in jocund ranks you beat the plains. 
Your flocks shall nibble and your lambkins play, 
Frisking in glee. To May your garlands bring. 
And ever and anon her praises sing : [ring. 

The woods shall echo May, with May the valleys 

• Recover. t Placed, fixed. X Finely. 

$ Pretty women. 

VOL. m. K 
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Your Maypole deck with flowery coronal ; 
Sprinkle the flowery coronal with wine ; 
And in the nimble-footed galliard, all, 
Shepherds and shepherdesses, lively, join. 
Hither from Tillage sweet and hamlet fair, 
From bordering cot and distant glen repair, 
Let youth indulge its sport, to eld* bequeath its 
care. 

Ye wanton Dryads and light-tripping Fawns^ 

Ye jolly Satyrs, full of lustyhead t. 

And ye that haunt the hills, the brooks, the lawns ; 

O, come with rural chaplets gay dispread : 

With heel so nimble wear the springing grass, 

To shrilling bagpipe, or to tinkling brass ; 

Or foot it to the reed : Pan pipes himself apace. 

In this soft season, when creation smiled, 
A quivering splendour on the ocean hung. 
And from the fruitful froth, his fairest child. 
The queen of bliss and beauty, Venus sprung. 
The dolphins gambol o'er the watery way, 
Carol the Naiads, while the Tritons play, 
And all the seagreen Sisters bless the holiday. 

In honour of her natal month, the queen 
Of bliss and beauty consecrates her hours. 
Fresh as her cheek, and as her brow serene. 
To buxom ladies, and their paramours. 
Love tips with golden alchymy his dart; 
With rapturous anguish, with a honey'd smart. 
Eye languishes on eye, and heart dissolves on heart. 

• Old age. t Vigour. 



ODES. 67 

A softly swelling hill, with myrtlesvcrown'd * 
(Myrtles to Venus algates* sacred been), 
Hight Acidale, the fairest spot on ground, 
For eyer fragrant and for ever green, 
O'erlooks the windings of a shady yale, 
By beauty form'd for amorous regale. 
Was ever hill so sweet as sweetest Acidale ? 

All down the sides, the sides profuse of flowers, 
A hundred rills, in shining mazes, flow 
Through mossy grottos, amaranthine bowers, 
And form a laughing flood in vale below : 
Where oft their limbs the Loves and Graces bay t 
(When Summer sheds insufierable day), [play. 
And sport and dive and flounce in wantonness of 

No noise overcomes the silence of the shades, 
Save short-breathed vows, the dear excess of joy ; 
Or harmless giggle of the youths and maids, 
Who yield obeisance to the Cyprian boy : 
Or lute, soft-sighing in the passing gale; 
Or foimtain, gurgling down the sacred vale ; 
Or hymn to beauty's queen, or lover's tender tale. 

Here Venus revels, here maintains her court .. 
In light festivity and gladsome game : 
The young and gay, in frolic troops resort, 
Withouten censure and withouten blame. 
In pleasure steep'd, and dancing in delight, 
Night steals upon the day, the day on night : 
Each knight his lady loves ; each lady loves her 
knight. 

• Ever. t Batbe. 
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Where lives the man (if such a man there be), 

In idle wilderness or desert drear, 

To beauty's sacred power an enemy? 

Let foul fiends harrow* him; Til drop no tear. 

I deem that carl t, by beauty^s power unmoved, 

Hated of heaven, of none but hell approved : 

may he never love, O never be beloved ! 

Hard is his heart, unmelted by thee. May ! 
Unconscious of love's nectar-tickling sting, 
And, unrelenting, cold to Beauty's ray; 
Beauty the mother and the child of Spring ! 
Beauty and Wit declare the sexes even ; 
Beauty to woman, wit to man is given ; 
Neither the slime of earth, but each the fire of 
heaven. 

Alliance sweet! let beauty wit approve, • 
As flowers to sunshine ope the ready breast r 
Wit Beauty loves, and nothing else can love : 
The best alone is grateful to the best. 
Perfection has no other parallel ! 
Can light with darkness, doves with ravens dwell ? 
As soon, perdie t> shall heaven communion hold 
with hell. 

1 sing to you, who love alone for love : 

For gold the beauteous fools (O fools besure !) 
Can win ; though brighter Wit shall never move : 
But Folly is to Wit the certain cure. 
Cursed be the men (or be they young or old). 
Cursed be the women, who themselves have sold 
To the detested bed for lucre base of gold. 

• Destroy. t A clown. 

* An old word for asserting any thing. 
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Not Julia such : she higher honour deem'd 
To languish in the Sulmo poet's arms 
Than, by the potentates of earth esteem'd, 
To give to sceptres and to crowns her charms. 
Not Laura such : in sweet Vauclusa's vale 
She listen'd to her Petrarch's amorous tale. 
But did poor Colin Clout* o'er Rosalind prevail? 

Howe'er that be ; in Acidalian shade ty 

Embracing Julia* Ovid melts the day : 

No dreams of banishment his loyes invade ; 

Encircled in eternity of May. 

Here Petrarch with his Laura, soft reclined 

On violets, gives sorrow to the wind : 

And Colin Clout pipes to the yielding Rosalind. 

Pipe on, thou sweetest of the' Arcadian train, 
That e'er with tuneful breath inform'd the quill : 
Pipe on, of lovers the most loving swain ! 
Of bliss and melody O take thy fill. 

* Spenier. 

t Theae three celebrated poets and lovers were all of them 
unhappy in their amoors. Ovid was banished on account of 
his passion for Julia. Death deprived Petrarch of bis beloved 
Lanra very early ; as he himself tells ns in his account of his 
own life. These are his wordsh— < Amore acerrimo, sed anico 
et honesto, in adolescentialaboravi, et dlotioslaborassem, nisi 
jam tepeacentem ignem mors acerba, sed otitis, extinxisset.* 
See his Worlcs, Basil, fot. Tom. 1. Yet others say, she married 
nnother person; which is scarce probable; nnce Petrarch 
lamented her death for ten years afterwards, as appears from 
Sonetto 313, with a most uncommon ardour of passion. Tho> 
masinus, in his curious book, called ' Petrarcba Redivivus,' 
has given us two prints of Laura, with an account of her 
family, their loves, and the sweet retirement in Vaucluse. As 
for Spenser, we may conclude that his love for Rosalinda 
proved unsuccessful from the pathetical complaints, in several 
of his |K>ems, of her cruelty. The author, therefore, thought 
it only a poetical kind of justice to reward them in this ima> 
giuary retreat of Lovers, for the misfortunes they really suffered 
bore, CO aeconnt of their passions. 
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Ne enyy I, if dear lanthe smile, [style; 

Thoagh low my numbers, and though rude my 
Ne quit for Acidale fair Albion's happy isle. 

Come then, lanthe ! milder than the Spring, 

And grateful as the rosy month of Ma^ 

O come ; the birds the hymn of Nature sing, 

Enchanting wild, from every bush and spray : 

Swell the green germs and teem along the vine, 

A fragrant promise of the future wine. 

The spirits to exalt, the genius to refine ! 

Let us our steps direct where father Thames, 
In silver windings, draws his humid train. 
And pours, where'er he rolls his naval stream. 
Pomp on the jciij, plenty o'er the plain. 
Or by the banks of Isis shall we stray, 
(Ah, why so long from Isis' banks away !) 
Where thousand damsels dance, and thousand 
shepherds play? 

Or choose you rather Theron's calm retreat, 
£mbosom*d, Surrey, in thy verdant vale, 
At once the Muses' and the Graces' seat ! 
There gently listen to my faithful tale. 
Along the dew-bright parterres let us rove, 
Or taste the odours of the mazy grove : 
Hark how the turtles coo : I languish too with love. 

Amid the pleasaunce of Arcadian scenes. 

Love steals his silent arrows on my breast; 

Nor falls of water nor enamel'd greens 

Can soothe my anguish or invite to rest. 

You, dear lanthe, you alone impart 

Balm to my wounds, and cordial to my smart : 

The apple of my eye, the life-blood of my heart. 
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With line of silk, with hook of barbed ste^l^ 
Beneath this oaken umbrage let us lay, 
And from the water's crystal bosom steal 
Upon the grassy bank the finny prey : 
The perch, with purple speckled manifold ; 
The eel, in silver labyrinth self-roU'd, [gold. 
And carp, all bumish'd o'er with drops of scaly 

Or shall the meads invite^ with Iris hues 
And Nature's pencil gay diversified 
(For now the Sun has lick'd away the dews), 
Fair flushing and bedeck'd like virgin bride? 
Thither (for they invite us) we'll repair. 
Collect and weave (whate'er is sweet and fair) 
A posy for thy breast, a garland for thy hair. 

Fair is the lily, clad in balmy snow ; 

Sweet is the rose, of Spring ihe smiling eye ; 

Nipp'd by the winds, their heads the lilies bow ; 

Cropp'd by the hand, the roses fade and die. 

Though now in -pride of youth and beauty dress'd, 

O think, lanthe, cruel Time lays waste 

The roses of the cheek, the lilies of the breast. 

Weep not ; but, rather taught by this, improve 
The present freshness of thy springing prime : 
Bestow thy graces on the god of Love, 
Too precious for the wither'd arms of Time. 
In chaste endearments, innocently gay, 
lanthe! now, now love thy Spring away; 
Ere cold October blasts despoil the bloom of May. 

Now up the chalky mazes of yon hill, 
With grateful diligence, we wind our way ; 
What opening scenes our ravish'd senses fill. 
And wide their rural luxury display ! 



I 
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WixMlfl, dales, and flocks, and herds, and cots, and 

spires. 
Villas of learned clerks and gentle squires ; 
The Tilla of a friend the eyesight neyer tires. 

If e'er to thee and Venus, May, I strung 

The gladsome lyre, when livelood* swell'd my 

veins, 
And Eden's nymphs and Isis' damsels sung 
In tender elegy t, and pastoral strains t; 
Collect and shed thyself on Theron's bowers, 
O green his gardens, O perfume his flowers, 
O bless his morning walks and soothe his evening 

hours. 

Long, Theron, with thy Annabel enjoy 
The walks of Nature, still to Virtue kind. 
For sacred solitude can never cloy ; 
The wisdom of an uncorrupted mind ! 
O very long may Hymen*s golden chain 
To earth confine you and the rural reign ; 
Then soar, at length, to heaven! nor pray, O 
Muse, in vain. 

Where'er the Muses haunt, or poets muse. 

In solitary silence sweetly tired, 

Unloose tiiy bosom. May ! thy stores effuse, 

Thy vernal ^tores, by poets most desired. 

Of living fountain, of the woodbine shade. 

Of Philomela, warbling from the glade. 

Thy bounty, in his verse, shall certes be repaid. 

* LiveiinesB. 

t Stella; tive Amores: Elegiarum Tres Libri. Written in 
the year 1736. 

t Six Pastorals : written in the year 1734. 
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On Twifnam bowers (Aonian Twifnam bowers !) 
Thy softest plenitude of beauties shed, 
Thick as the Winter stars or Summer flowers : 
Albe* the tuneful Master (ah!) be dead. 
To Colin next he taught my youth to sing, 
My reed to warble, to resound my string : 
The king of shepherds he, of poets he the king. 

Hail, happy scenes, where Joy would choose to 

dwell ; 
Hail, golden days, which Saturn deems his own ; 
Hail, music, whith the Muses scant t excel ; 
Hail, flowerets, not imworthy Venus' crown. 
Ye linnets, larks, ye, thrushes, nightingales; 
Ye hills, ye plains, ye groves, ye streams, ye gales, 
Ye ever happy scenes ! all you your Poet hails. 

All hail to thee, O May! the crown of all! 
The recompense and glory of my song : 
Ne small the recompense, ne glory small, 
' If gentle ladies and the tuneful throng. 
With lover's myrtle and with poef s bay 
Fairly bedight ^, approve the simple lay. 
And think on Thomalin whene'er they hail thee, 
May! 

W, THOMPSON. 

• Although. t Scarcely. t Ac^orned. 
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TO EVENING. 

If aught of oaten stop or pastoral song 

May hope, O pensive Eve, to soothe thine ear *, 

Like thy own brawling springs. 

Thy springs, and dying gales ; 

O irjrmph reserved, while now the bright-hair'd Sttn 
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts. 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed ; — 

Now air is hush*d, save where the weak-eyed bat 
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing ; 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small but sullen horn, 

As oft he ri^s midst the twilight path, 
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum; 
,. Now teach me, maid composed, 
To breathe some soften'd strain. 

Whose numbers, stealing through. thy darkening 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit; [vale ; 

As, musing slow, I hail 

Thy geniad loved return ! 

For when thy folding star arising'shows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 

The fragrant hours, and elves 

Who slept in buds the day, 

* May hope, chaste Eire, to soothe thy modest ear. 
Like thy own soiema springs, &c. Langkornt't edit* 
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And many a nymph who wreaths her brows with 

sedge, 
And sheds the freshening dew, and, lovelier still, 

The pensive Pleasures sweet 

Prepare thy shadowy car. 

liien let me rore some wild and heathy scene ; 
Or find some ruin, midst its dreary dells. 

Whose walls more awful nod 

By thy religious gleams. 

Or if chill blustering winds or driving rain 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut, 
That, from the mountain's side, 
Views wilds, and swelling floods, 

And hamlets brown, and dim-discover'd spires ; 

And hears their simple bell; and marks o'er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual dusky veil.^ 9 

While Spring shall pour hisshowers, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! 

While Summer loves to sport 

Beneath thy lingering light ; , 

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves ; 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air. 

Affrights thy shrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes ; 

So long regardful of thy quiet rule. 

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace 

Thy gentlest influence own, 

And love thy favourite name ! 

COLLINS. 
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"Sdes to sleep. 
I. 

O THOU whose light toach sheds the opiate dews 

Of bland Oblivion; thou whose power 

Man's wearied drooping frame renews, 

Oft as thou deign'st thy influence shower 

On my closed lids, lead me, O shadowy queen. 

To fairy regions, and some blissful clime 

Elysi'an ; picturing the unreal scene 

In Fancy's gorgeous garb and imagery sublime : 

And bring from out thy magic cell 

That potent Mecromantic spell 

Which holds the soul in wonder's trance, 

While pass thy airy train successive by^ 

Rolling along the vision'd ecstasy 

To rapt Attention's glance : 

Oft has the bard whom genius warms, 

Who marks at eve thy spectre-forms, 

Won from thy -magic stores divine 

The colouring of his simple line ; 

And o'er the page the Muses own 

Rfiys of poetic glory thrown ; 

And sketched the high wrought scenes, and bade 

them glow 
In radiant hues of light, and Fiction's solemn show. 

But far, far greater boast was thine 
When Inspiration led thy band ; 
When not with fond illusions vain. 
Such as the idle brain 
Alarm with prodigy and dire portent. 
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Thou earnest; bat which when Wisdom's self be- 
held, ^ 
Rightly she augured what thy Tisions meant, 
Shadowed in doubtful hues by some immortal hand ; 
When breathing mystic truths divine, 
Full many a seer and prophet thou hast taught. 
And from the Almighty brought 
Behests of dread command and import high; 
While the rapt mind's judging eye 
In cloudless perspective the future caught : 
Nor seldom Grod or Angel held 
Converse with man ; the midnight hour 
Illumined shone witii glory's ray, 
And coruscations of eternal day 
Waved, queen of silence ! o'er thy darksome bower f 
, Heaven oped her golden portals wide, 
And far within her glittering courts were spied 
The* angelic phalanx robed in vestments bright* 
To earth descending slow from yon fair worlds of 
light. 

And still thy gracious forms await 
The good man on the verge o£ fate ; 
When this world and the next between. 
The Beatific Vision to the sight 
Unfolding^opens heaven ; then floods the scene. 
In boimdless bliss absorbed, and deluges of light.. 
Thou canst the heart of guilt appal ; 
Thy voice, O awful Sleep, has power 
To wake the dead at midnight hour. 
Obedient to .thy potent call: 
And tyrants oft have heard with dread 
The cry of vengeance thundering in their ear> 

• G«DetbxzTiU.12. 
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While the pale spectre Fear 
Hangs her dire portents round the regal bed, 
Horrors and woes and death : Nighfs demons loud 
Shriek to the moon afar, from many a passing cloud. 

Beneath the dim Earth's centre deep, 

Beneath where Ocean rolls his wave, 

Where ghosts their lingering sabbath keep, 

And, thrown across the gulf of fate. 

Where Hell her ponderous adanfkntine gate 

Bars on the mansions of the grave. 

Close by Death's door, on either hand, 

O Sleep, thy shadowy kingdoms stand ; 

Stretch'd on thy eb6n couch supine. 

Soft poppy wreaths thy temples twine ; 

Around thee mimic Fancy plays. 

The shadow of the evening strays. 

And busy murmurs creep : 

While dreams in clusters thick are spread, 

like hovering mists about thy head. 

That with fantastic vnng thy dewy eyelids sweep. 

About thy sable standard pass 
Of Hopes and Fears a mingled mass. 
Fluttering Wishes, gay Desires, 
Sighs of Disappointment bom. 
Passion's unextinguished fir^s. 
And Melancholy's plaint forlorn ! 
While from the tablet of the brain 
Memory calls off her dusky train, 
Dim-veil'd Illusion mocks the sight 
With shortiived phantoms of delight, 
And shows of promised bliss that fly 
Ere the young Mom with bashful eye, 
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From Thetis' coral-woven bed, 

Lifts o'er the wave his beaming head : 

Amidst the deep-surrounding shade 

Ambition's gilded trophies fade ; 

No more the lover's arms enfold 

The fair, snatch'd sudden from his view ; 

And melting like the early dew 

Slips from the miser's grasp the evanescent gold. 

Vast and stupendous beyond aught,. 
Fancy, in fit ecstatic, thought; 
Or what beside of high-wrought lore 
Graced Fiction's* elfin tales of yore. 
Thy forms in many a wondrous hue 
Glance on the bard's astonish'd view. 
Or hold in deep suspense his tranced ear ; 
While many a phantom cleaves the ground, 
And busy murmurs circle round. 
And airy voices wake that whisper fear : 
Oft by the paly star [wild. 

His steps thou lead'st to shadowy wood scenes 
Or, where stupendous precipices piled 
Gleam through the' untrodden wilderness afar; 
Where Nature's awful scenes present 
Mute wonder and astonishment ; 
Or in some nook where So^tude 
Sits on a rocky fragment rude, 
He reads that high immortal line. 
Traced by the Muse's hand divine, 
■ Which, while enamoar'd of the strain 
Memoirs bold pe^ncil would retain. 
Fades by degrees upon the mental sight, 
^d seeks Oblivion's shore, and melts before the 
Ught. 
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Ye yisions of the night, farewell ! 

The orient Mom'a impurpled ray 

Has chased your airy forms away, 

And now with strong immortal hand 

She breaks, O Sleep, thy fairy wand, 

And melts thy wizard spell. 

Yet with impassioned fond regret 

X'quit thy shadowy realms, where, brought 

Midst Fancy's high and solemn hour, 

The Muse invoked thy mystic power 

To nurse poetic thought: 

Adieu, ye visionary vales ! 

Far off Night's sullen spirit sails. 

The land of shadows, lo, I leave : 

Yet shall yon golden lamp of day 

More lasting forms more happy scenes display? 

AlaaJ like thine, they quickly pass away. 

Like thine, alas ! deceive. 



II. 

Soft queen of shadows, gentle Sleep, 
Once more to thee I pay my vow. 
Again I woo thy murmurs deep 
To soothe this tiirobbing breast of mine, 
And round my aching temples twine 
The grateful foliage of thy cypress bough ; 
Sweet are thy foldings ; when the mind. 
Leaving the load of cares behind, 
Expatiates 'midst thy visionary reign, 
'And bathes in slumbers bland the wakeful sense 
of pain. 
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Sweet are thy foldings, when, to bless 

The spirit faint with trials sore, 

Thou comest indulgent to restore 

Past scenes of shortlived happiness ! 

When thy fairy fingers dress 

The paths where childhood loved to stray; 

When Joy with roses strew'd the way, 

And Pleasure, nymph of heavenly birth, 

Frolick'd blithe : with simple Glee, 

Sport, and rose-lipp'd Gaiety, 

The family of Mirth! 

Where playful at the cottage door. 

Or in light gambols on the floor, 

Jnfant groups with daisies crown'd 

Frisk'd in many an airy round ; 

Or, with instinctive aim, began [man. 

To mimic, midst their sports, the graver cares of 

Scenes of enchantment! ye are fled; 

Yet Fancy oft your flight pursues, 

While evening shadows dim 

O'er earth's pale surface swim, [hues. 

And eyes your transient forms, and pranks in golden 

But most when mortal eyelids close, 

Lock'd in Sleep*s profound repose, 

The' enchantress wakes, and lo, anew 

Youth's fairy prospects start to view. 

The vernal landscape glows ! ^ 

Hope relumes her sickly flres. 

The bard*8 ecstatic breast inspires,* 

Expressing subjects high, and wortiiy of the Muse. 

And oft has Friendship known 

The kind relief that Sleep alone, 

vox. IM. M. 
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Soothest of heavenly powers! with opiate touch 
Eren Love, beneath thy placid reign, [bestows: 
In sweet delirium sinks to rest, 
Calms the wild tumult of his Inreast, [chain. 

And in thy silken bopds foregoes his ruthless 

Say, Sleep, whence .o*er the mind 

Dost thou such potency derive, 

To bid the hosts of Thought, 

That with the light of day 

In chill obliyion died away, 

Again on Memory's plain revive ? 

That with thy subtle magic fraught, 

In many a glittering rank combined. 

Reflect the Splendours of the mental ray, 

And agitate the soul, or tranquillize ; 

Now with sublimest objects fill. 

With Pity touch, with Horror thrill. 

And wake respondent sympathies. 

Thy colourings, Sleep, deceive 

Deliciously the throb of pain, 

Bid us live o'er the day again ; 

With gildings soft the scene relieve. 

And heighten into bliss Life's dull realities. 

By necromantic groves that glance 

Their umbrage dusk to the Phoebean beam, 

Where, hung with many a dream. 

The twinkling boughs to rosy zephyrs dance ; 

By darksome rocks that lour 

O'er the wild brook that bubbles by, 

O, often meet my ear 

In echoes soft and clear, 

Of fairy harps unseen and solemn minstrelsy ; 
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Pure, intellectual; such as, fed 

By happiest presage of better days, 

Round modest Merit's drooping head 

Beam the clear sunshine of ingenuous praise : 

Such as the woimded bosom cheer, 

Whene'er by cold Neglect depress'd. 

Or held by Obloquy in thrall. 

Or steep'd in Enyy's yenom'd gall : 

Then, Sleep, thy healing influence bring. 

Soft slumbers waft on downy wing. 

And breathe the balm diyine of visionary rest. 

Thus, Sleep, oft let me lie 

Beneath thy grateful shadowings : Call aroiud 

Every magic sight and soiud ; 

Shifting swift from grave to gay. 

Mingling shade or flashing day. 

Glance with fairy footsteps by. 

And lull each sense in ecstasy ! 

Oft let the friend of former days 

Meet in sweet colloquial talk. 

And midst thy moonlight scenes delighted walk, 

While on each others face we gaze, 

And with congenial warmth our bosoms bum 

Of sacred amity ; oveijoy'd to live 

The spring time of our youth again, 

To taste the pleasure or the pain. 

And with remembrance bland survive 

The solitary urn ! 

Thus, Sleep, oft find me, at thy soft return. 

While Philomela pours her minstrelsy; 

And to my sight in colours faint 

Those future scenes of Beauty paint 
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Which ofty with foretaste kind, await 

On Virtue, in this transient state, 

Exhibiting, in vision high, 

A weak but rapturous glance of Immortality ! 

- REV. J. WHTTEHOUSE. 



MADNESS. 



Swell the clarion, sweep the string. 
Blow into rage the Muse's fires ! 
All thy answers, Echo, bring, 
Let wood and dale, let rock and valley ring : 
Tis Madness* self inspires. 

Hail, awful Madness, hail ! 
Thy realm extends, thy powers prevail. 
Far as the voyager spreads his venturous sail. 
Nor best nor wisest are exempt from thee ; 
Folly — Folly's only free. 

Hark ! — ^to the astonishM ear 
The gale conveys a strange tumultuous sound. 
Theiy now approach, they now appear, — 

Frenzy leads her chorus near. 

And demons dance around. — 

^•ride — Ambition idly vain, 

Revenge and Malice swell her train, — 

Devotion warp'd — Afifection cross'd — 

Hope in disappmntment lost — 
And injured Merit with a dovnicast eye 
(Hurt by neglect) slow stalking heedless by.^ 
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Loud the shouts of Madness rise, 
Various voices, various cries, 
Mirth unmeaning — causeless moans, 
Bursts of laughter — ^heartfelt groans — 
All seem to pierce the skies. — 

Rough as the wintry wave that roars 
On Thule's desert shores, 
Wild raving to the' unfeeling air. 
The fetter'd Maniac foams along 
(Rage the burden of his jarring song), [hair. 
In rage he grinds his teeth, and rends hisstreaming 

No pleasing memory left — forgotten quite 

All former scenes of dear delight; 

Connubial 'love — parental joy — 
No sympathies >like these his soul employ, — 
But all is dark vnthin, all furious black despair. 

Not so the lovelorn Maid, 
By too much tenderness betrayed; 
Her gentle- breast no angry passion fires. 
But slighted vows possess, and fainting soft desires. 

She yet retains her wonted flame, 
All — ^but in reason, still the same : 
Streaming eyes. 
Incessant sighs. 
Dim haggard looks, and clouded o'er with care, 
Point out to Pity's tears the poor distracted fair. 
Dead to the world — ^her fondest wishes cross'd. 
She mourns herself thus early lost. — 

Now, sadly gay, of sorrows past she sings, 
Now, pensive, ruminates unutterable things : 
She starts— -she flies — ^who dares so rude 
On' her aeqaester'd steps intrude ! — 
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'Tia he — ^the Momus of the flighty train — 
Merry mischief fills his brain. 
Blanket-robed, and antic-crown'd, 
The mimic monarch skips around ; i 

Big i^ith conceit of dignity he smiles, ' 

And plots his frolics quaint and unsuspected 

wiles. — i 

Laughter was there — ^but mark that groan. 

Drawn from the inmost soul ! 
' GiTC the knife, demons, or the poison'd bowl, 
To finish miseries equal to your own.' — 

Who's this wretch, with horror wild? — 

— ^'Tis Devotion's ruin'd child : 

Sunk in the emphasis of grief. 

Nor c€Ui he feel, nor dares he ask relief. — 

Thou, fair Religion, wast design'd. 
Duteous daughter of the skies, 
To warm and cheer the human mind. 
To make men happy, good, and 'wise: 

To point where sits, in love array'd, 
Attentive to each suppliant call. 
The God of universal aid. 
The God, the Father of us all! 

First shown by thee, thus glow'd the gracious 
Till Superstition, fiend of woe, [scene, 

Bade doubts to rise, and tears to flow. 

And spread deep shades our view and Heaven 
between. 

Drawn by her pencil the Creator stands 
(His beams of mercy thrown aside). 
With thunder arming his uplifted hands, 
And hurling vengeance wide : 
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Hope, at the frow6 aghast, yet lingering, flies, 
And, dash'd oh Terror's rocks, Fate's best depen- 
dance lies. 

But ah ! — ^too thick they crowd, — too close they 
Objects of pity and affright! — [throng. 

Spare farther the descriptive song-- 
Nature shudders at the sight : — 
Protract not, curious ears, the mournful tale, 

But o'er the hapless group, low drop Compassion's 

veil. PENROSE. . 



HYMN TO HOPE. 
1761. 



Msvt} S^avToOi '£AIII2 iv ippriKTOuri Sofiouriv 
Ev^ov l/AlftVC Hes. 

Sun of the soul ! whose cheerful ray 
Darts o'er this gloom of life a smile ; 

Sweet Hope, yet further gild my way, 
Yet light my weary steps awhile, 

Till thy fair lamp dissolve in endless day. 

O, come with such an eye and mien 
As when by amorous shepherd seen ; 
While in the violet-breathing vale 
He meditates his evening tale ! 
Nor leave behind thy fairy train, 
Repose, Belief, and Fancy vain. 
That, towering oh her wing sublime. 
Outstrips the lazy flight of Time, 
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Riots on distant days with thee, 
And opens all futurity. 

O, come! and to my pensive eye 
Thy ftur foreseeing tube apply, 
Whose kind deception steals us o'er 
The gloomy waste that lies before ; 
Still opening to the distant sight 
The sunshine of the mountain's height; 
Where scenes of fairer aspect rise, 
Elysian groves and azure skies. 

Nor, gentle Hope, forget to bring 
The family of Youth and Spring ; 
The hours that glide in sprightly round, 
The mountain nymphs with wild thyme crown'd ; 
Delight that dwells with raptured eye 
On stream or flower or field or sky : 
And foremost in thy train advance 
The Loves and Joys in jovial dance ; 
Nor last be Expectation seen. 
That wears a wreath of evergreen. 

Attended thus by Belau's streams, 
Oft hast thou soothed my waking dreams, 
When, prone beneath an osier shade, 
At large my vacant limbs were laid ; 
To thee and Fancy all resigned, 
What visions wander'd o'er my mind ! 
Illusions dear, adieu ! no Inore 
Shall I your fairy haunts explore ; 
For,Hope withholds her golden ray. 
And Fancy's colours faint away. 
To Eden's shores, to Enon's groves. 
Resounding once with Delia's loves. 
Adieu ! that name shall sound no more 
O'er Enon's groves or Eden's shore : 
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For Hope withholds her golden ray, 
And Fancy's colours faint away. 
Life's ocean slept, — the liquid gale 
Gently moved the waving sail. 
Fallacious Hope ! vnth flattering eye 
You smiled to see the streamers -fly. 
The thunder bursts, the mad wind raves : 
From slumber wake the flighted waves : 
You saw me, fled me thus distressed. 
And tore your anchor from my breast. 

Yet come, fair fugitive, again ! 
I love thee still, though false and vain : 
Forgive me, gentle Hope, and tell 
Where, far from me, you deign to dwell. — 
To soothe Ambition's vnld desires ; 
To feed the lover's eager fires ; 
To swell the miser's mouldy store ; 
To gild the dreaming chemist's ore ; 
Are these thy cares ? or, more humane. 
To loose the war-worn captive's chain, 
And bring before his languid sight 
The charms of liberty and light: 
The tears of drooping Grief to dry; 
And hold thy glass to Sorrow's eye? 

Or do^ thou more delight to dwell 
With Silence in the hermit's cell? 
To teach Devotion's flame to rise, 
And wing her vespers to the skies ; 
To urge, with still returning care, 
The holy violence of prayer ; 
In rapturous visions to display 
The realms of everlasting day. 
And snatch from Time the golden key, 
That opens all eternity? 

VOL. m. N 
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Perchance, on some unpeopled strand 
Whose rocks the raging tide withstand, 
Thy soothing smile, in deserts drear, 
A lonely mariner may cheer. 
Who bravely holds his feeble breath, 
Attacked by Famine, Pain, and Death. 
With thee, he bears each tedious day 
Along the dreary beach to stray : 
Whence their wide way his toil'd eyes strain 
O'er the blue bosom of the main ; 
And meet, where distant surges rave, 
' AVhite sail in each foaming wave. 

Doom'd from each native joy to part. 
Each dear connexion of the heart, 
You the poor exile's steps attend, 
The only undeserting friend : 
^ You wing the slow declining year ; 
You dry the solitary tear ; 
And oft, with pious guile, restore 
Those scenes he must behold no more. 

O most adored of earth or skies ! 
To thee ten thousand temples rise ; 
By age retained, by youth caress'd, 
The same dear idol of the breast: 
Deprived of thee, the wretch were poor 
That rolls in heaps of Lydian ore ; 
With thee the simple hind is gay, 
Whose toil supports the passing day. 

The rose-lipp'd Loves that, round their queen, 
Dance o'er Cythera's smiling green 
Thy aid implore, thy power display 
In many a sweetly warbled lay. 
For ever in thy sacred shrine 
Their unextinguished torches shine ; 
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Idalian flowers their sweets diffuse, 
And myrtles shed their balmy dews. 
Ah! still propitious, mayst thou deign 
To soothe an anxious lover's pain ! 
By thee deserted, well I know, 
His heart would feel no common woe. 
His gentle prayer propitious hear. 
And stop the frequent-foiling tear. 

For me, fair Hope, if once again, 
Perchance, to smile on me you deign. 
Be such your sweetly rural air, 
And such a graceful visage wear. 
As when, with Truth and young Desire, 
You waked the lord of Hagley's lyre ; 
And painted to her Poef s mind 
The charms of Lucy fair and kind. 

But ah! too e^rly lost! — then go, 
Vain Hope, thou harbinger of woe. 
Ah ! no ; — ^that thought distracts my heart : 
Indulge me, Hope, we must not part. 
Direct the Aiture as you please ; 
But give me, give me present ease. 

Sun of the soul ! whose cheerful ray 
Darts o'er this gloom of life a smile ; 

Sweet Hope, yet further gild my way, 
Yet light my weary steps a while. 

Till thy fair lamp dissolve in endless day. 

LANGHORNE. 
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TO SPRING. 

Sweet daughter of a rough and stormy sire, 
Hoar Winter*s blooming child, delightful Spring ! 
Whose unshorn locks witii leaves 
And swelling buds are crown'd ; 

From the green islands of eternal youth [shade), 
(Crown'd with fresh blooms, and ever springing 

Turn, hither turn thy step, 

O thou, whose powerful voice 

More sweet than softest touch of Doric reed, 
Or Lydian flute, can soothe the madding winds, 

And through the stormy deep 

Breathe thy own tender calm. 

Thee, best beloved ! the virgin train await 
With songs and festal rites, and joy to rove 

Thy blooming wilds among, 

And vales and dewy lawns. 

With untired feet; and cull thy earliest sweets 
To weave fresh garlands for the glowing brow 
Of him the favoured youth 
That prompts their whisper'd sigh. 

Unlock thy copious stores ; those tender showers 
That drop their sweetness on the infant buds. 

And silent dews that swell 

The milky ear's green stefn. 

And' feed the flowering osier's early shoots; 
And call those winds which through the whisper- 
ing boughs 

With warm and pleasant breath 

Salute the blowing flowers. 
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Now let me sit beneath the whitening thorn, 
And mark thy spreading tints steal o'er the dale : 

And watch with patient eye 

Thy fair unfolding charms. 

O nymph, approach ! while yet the temperate sun 
With bashful forehead, through the cool moist air 

Throws his young maiden beams, 

And with chaste kisses woos 

The earth*s fair bosom ; while the streaming veil 
Of lucid clouds with kind and frequent shade 

Protects thy modest blooms 

From his severer blaze. 

Sweet is thy reign, but short : The red dog-star 
Shall scorch thy tresses, and the mower's scythe 

Thy greens, thy flowerets all 

Remorseless shall destroy. 

Reluctant shall I bid thee then farewell ; 
For O, not all that Autumn's lap contains 

Nor Summer's ruddiest fruits 

Can aught for thee atone. 

Fair Spring, whose simplest promise more delights 
Than all their largest wealth, and through the heart 

Each joy and new bom hope 

With softest influence breathes. 

MRS. BARBAUU). 



TO SPRING. 



Hence, Winter, gloomy power ! 
Beneath thine iron rod we groan too long ; 

Nor vernal sight nor song 
Hath yet awoke to soothe the lagging hour. 
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Go, with thy loathed band, 
Where hills of ice and snowy mountains rise, 

Whose strength the sun defies : 
There, amid dismal caves and icy thrones. 

Dispense thine horrid frowns ; [land. 

While storms and hail and wind for ever fill the 

But come, soft Spring ! no more delay 

To bless us with thy genial sway! 

Thy beams have yet but fedntly shone. 

By storms and darkness soon o'erblown ; 

No fostering warmth they yet have shed 

To wake the verdure of tiie mead ; 

To ope the primrose* wild perfume, 

Or rear to life the violef s bloom. 

Then come, sweet nymph, with fixed pace ! 

The tyrant shall with, fearful face 

Behold far off thy steady beams. 

And haste away his ragged teams. 

O, come, thou queen of gay delights. 

Though late, to bless our longing sights ! 

Flowers shall spring up beneath thy way, 

And earth and air and seas be gay. 

Adown the mountain's woody side 

The tumbling torrent shall subside ; , 

And the whistling wind no more 

Through the castle*s turrets roar; 

But rills shall lulling music keep. 

And spires and battlements shall peep 

With glittering hue amid the shade ; 

While shepherds' pipes shall from the glade 

Echo sweet; and virgins gay, 

With fresh-bloom'd cheeks, to hear them play, 

Shall issue from the castle's bounds. 

And dance to thee their merry rounds. 
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On shadowy greens to thee the Fays 
Shall there a moonlight altar raise; 
And there, by Cynthia's paly ray, 
Will I to thee my orgies pay ! — 
Meads shall smile ; the frisking flock. 
Shall bleat from valley and from rock ; 
And oft, at fold their tinkling bell 
Shall wake the poet's pensive shell ; 
To 'thee by twilight he shall sing. 
Soothed by the air soft-murmuring. 
At mom, from furrow'd lands afar, 
Ploughmen's songs shall tend thy car ; 
And the woodman's echoing stroke. 
That too often hath awoke 
The genius of the deepen'd wood 
From the still shades of his abode. 
But, within the fertile vale, 
Dasied pastures shall not fail, 
With flowerets wild of every hue. 
To ope their blossoms to thy view; 
While the steeple-bells shall ring, 
And down the wave their echoes fling. 
Which, soften'd by the warbling wind, 
With ecstasies shall fill the mind. 
In yonder pansied meadow's bound, 
With hill and wood enclosed around. 
My love and I will wildly stray. 
To pick each flower that drinks thy ray. 
May her enchanting form no fate, 
Like that unhappy maid's, await. 
Whom gloomy Dis by force convey'd 
To his low region's dismal shade ! 
For she, sad nymph, had only stray'd 
To bask amid thy fragrant blooms. 
And fill her lap vnth thy perfumes, 



96 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. P. Y. 

When he, black God ! with grim delight, 
Bore the wild maid to endless night. 
Ah. no ! I never will profane 
With gloomy fears thy Joyous reign ; 
But, while this youthful blood shall sport 
Within my veins, I thee will court; 
The pleasures of thy train will join, 
And hail thy blooming nymphs divine ; 
To them my tales of love repeat. 
And mark how thy prolific heat 
On their soft cheeks bids blushes rise, 
And sheds sweet languor o'er their eyes. 

If hoary locks my temples shade. 
Ere in the peaceful grave I'm laid, 
Then may I haunt the rural hall, 
Round which the rooks, with clamorous call. 
To thee their early rites begin. 
Far from the peopled city's din ; 
And waked by them, at dawning day, 
Watch how the buds their leaves display ; 
And sopthed by them, when eve shall come, 
Mark their thick flocks returning home ! 
Awhile contentious strife and noise 
And loud complaint their rest destroys ; 
But by degrees the tumults close, 
The murmurs sink to calm repose. 
While thus I watch them to their nest, 
Soothed by soft sympathy to rest. 
Sweet slumbers o*er mine eyes will 6reep, 
And in mild dreams my fancy steep. 

Thus, Spring, with thee I'll pass my day, 
Thus soothe my evening hours away ; 
Thus, as I totter on life's brink. 
To my last slumbers softly sink. , 

SIR E. BRYDGES. 
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TO FANCY. 



Fancy, whose delusions vain 

Sport uiemselves with human brain ; 

Rival thou of Nature's power, 

Canst, from thy exhaustless store, 

Bid a tide of sorrow flow, 

And whelm the soul in deepest woe : 

Or, in the twinkling of an eye, 

Raise it to mirth and jollity ; 

Dreams and shadows round thee stand, 

Taught to run at thy command. 

And along the wanton air 

Flit like empty gossamer. 

Black Melancholy thee of yore 

To the swift wing'd Hermes bore : 

From the mixture of thy line 

Different natures in thee join. 

Which thou choosest to express . 

By the yariance of thy dress. 

Now like thy sire thou lovest to seem 

light and gay with pinions trim, 

Dipp'd in all the dyes that glow 

In the bend of Iris' bow : 

Now, like thy mother drear and sad 

(All in mournful vestments clad, 

CypreaB weeds, and sable stole), 

Thou rushest on the' affrighted soul. 

Oft I feel thee coming on, 
When the Night has reach'd her noon. 
And Darkness, partner of her reign. 
Round the world hath bound her chain ; 
TOL. ui. o 
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TO FANCY. 

Fancy, whose delusions vain 
Sport theniaelves with biunan bndn ; 
RJTgl thou of NalDTc's power, 
Canst, from thj^ eihanatleas store. 
Bill a tide of som>w flow. 
And whelm the aoal in deepest woe : 
Or, in the twinkliog of an eye. 
Raise it to mirth and jollity ; 
Dreams and shadows round thee stand, 
Tanght to nm at thy command. 
And along the wanton air 
FUt like empty gossamer. 
^Black Melancholy thee of yore 
~~'o the swift wing'd Heriues bore : 
"(Lure of thy line 
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Then, with measured step and slow, 

In the charcbyard path I go, 

And while my outward senses sleep. 

Lost in contemplation deep, 

Sudden I stop, and turn my ear, 

And listening hear, or think I hear. 

First a dead and sullen sound 

Walks along the holy ground ; 

Then through the gloom alternate break 

Groans and the shrill screechowl's shriek. 

Lo ! the moon hath bid her head. 

And the graves give up their dead : 

By me pass the ghastly crowds, 

"Wrapp'd in visionary shrouds ; 

Maids, who died with love forlorn. 

Youths, who fell by maidens' scorn, 

HelpldBS sires and matrons old 

Slain for sordid thirst of gold, 

And babes who owe their shortened date 

To cruel stepdame's ruthless hate ; 

Each their several errands go. 

To haunt the wretdi that wrought their woe ; 

From their sight the caitiff flies. 

And his heart within him dies ; 

While a horror damp and chill 

Through his frozen blood doth thrill. 

And his hair for very dread 

Bears itself upon his head. 

When the early breath of day 
Hath made the shadows flee away. 
Still possessed by thee I rove 
Bosom'd in the sheltering grove ; 
There, with heart and lyre new strung, 
Meditate the I6fty song. 
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And if thou my voice inspire, 

And with wonted frenzy fire, 

Aided by thee, I build the rhyme, 

Such as nor the flight of time 

Nor wasting flame nor eating shower \ 

Nor lightning's blast can e'er devour. 

Or if chance some moral page 
My attentive thoughts engage, 
On I walk, with silent tread, 
Under the thick-woven shade. 
While the thrush, unheeded by. 
Tunes her artless minstrelsy. 
Listening to their sacred lore, 
I think on ages long pass'd o'er. 
When Truth and Virtue, hand in hand, 
Walk'd upon the smiling land. 
Thence my eyes on Britain glance, 
And, awaken'd from my trance. 
While my bu^ thoughts I rear, 
Oft I wipe the falling tear. 
When the night again descends 
And her shadowy cone extends, 
O'er the fields I walk alone. 
By the silence of the moon. 
Hark ! upon my left I hear 
WiM music wandering in the air ; 
Led; by the sound I onward creep. 
And through the neighbouring hedge I peep ; 
There I spy the fairy band 
Dancing on the level land. 
Now with step alternate bound, 
Join'd in one continued round. 
Now th^ir plighted hands unbiqd, 
And such tangled maces wind 

2Bb tc^-> 
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As the quick eye can scarce pursue, 
And would have puezled that famed clue 
Which led the' Athenian's unskill'd feet , 
Through the labyrinth of Crete. 
At the near approach of day, 
Sudden the music dies away, 
Wasting in the sea of air, 
And the phantoms disappear, 
All (as the glowworm waxes dim) 
Vanish like a morning dream, 
And of their revels leave no trace, 
Save the ring upon the grass. 
When the elfin show is fled 
Home I haste me to my bed ; 
There, if thou with magic wand 
On my temples take thy stand, 
I nee in mix'd disorder rise 
All that struck my waking eyes : 
So when I stand, and round me ga^e. 
Where the famed Lodona strays, 
On the woods and thickets brown, 
That its sedgy margins crown, 
And watch the vagrant clouds that fly 
Through the vast desert of the sky. 
When adown I cast my look 
On the smooth unruffled brook 
(While its current clear doth run, 
And holds its mirror to the sun). 
There I see the' inverted scene 
Fall and meet the eye again. 

MERRICK. 



ODES. 101 



TO HEALTH. 

Return, fair Health ! the Muse again, 
A sweet associate of thy train, 
To sketch the landscapes as they lie 
Brightening beneath thy beamy eye, 
Shall follow where thy footsteps lead 
Along the mom-empurpled mead. 
That, slanting down old Askew's side, * 
Obtrudes on Trent's diminished tide. 

Touched by thy spirit, genial power ! 
f And crown*d by thee, life's varied hour 
A gay unclouded aspect wears. 
High o'er the groveling mist of cares. 

While Hope in every changeful scene 
Exults beneath thy radiant mien, 
O, most indulge my favoured breast ' 

When Friendship greets the heart-loved guest;- 
Nor let my hand, with languor fhint. 
Cast o'er his welcome cold restraint. 
O, ever round my chearful board , 
Be all thy social pleasures pour'd. 
While, sparkling from the liberal mind, 
The gladden'd thought starts, unconfined 
By slow Reserve or downcast Awe, 
Whose words in faltering haste withdraw 3 
Or Inattention's torpid ear, • 
Who, gazing, only seems to hear ; 
Or dark Distrust, in silence bound. 
With jealous eye that peers arbund. 
Thy influence wakes a fairer birth, 
Light Ease, and Play, and vacant Mirth; 
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The dancing Hopes, the glittering vein 
That runs through Fancy's boundless i^eign; 
With all the viyid grace of thought, 
In Wifs energic quickness wrought ; 
And Humour, at whose festal sounds 
Fantastic-footed Laughter bounds. 

With thee eyen Solitude is seen 
Clear from the withering hue of spleen ; 
Her solemn air, her musing pace. 
Each deep, composed, majestic grace, 
Flush'd heavenly by thy vital bloom 
A freer fairer look assume ; 
Her listless thought, her languid tone 
No more oppressive sadness ovm ; 
But, nerved by thee, such transport take 
That all her sUent fancies wake. 

Thou, in Retirement's hermit hour, 
A fairy saint to bless her bower, 
Shalt chase, with holy spell, away 
The fiends that vex her private day ; 
Self-tired and sullen Discontent ; 
Hatred, his brows in anger bent; 
And Superstition's gorgon head 
That rends the midnight dream with dread ; 
And Melancholy's moping train, 
Grief, and the sickly dregs of Pain ; 
And stem Disgust of Life, that bears 
With murmur'd woe his weight of cares, 
Or, as his desperate sorrows rave, 
Visits in gore his timeless grave. 

When evening shadows haunt the vale. 
And dewy sweets enrich the gale. 
And musing through her motley groves 
With Inspiration Autumn roves ; 
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When Hope, upon her morning's wing, 
Enchanting sheds the bloom of spring ; 
When Summer's sultry noon persuades 
Where Coolness wreathes her bowery shades, 
And Beauty courts, with loosen'd vest. 
The struggling Zephyrs to her breast; 
When shuddering crones, in wintry nights. 
Recount long tales of ghostly sights, 
And, hovering o*er the embers' gleam, 
At every casual sparkle scream ; 
O genius of the chosen hour ! 
When most I court thy glowing power, 
From irksome labours ever free, . 
If Heaven such bliss resecve for me, 
From social mirth retired awhile. 
Full on my soul delighted sinile ! 

Though Grandeur stoop not to my shed ; 
Though Pride avert his lifted head ; 
Though tasteless Folly fluttering by 
Leer on my lot with Mockery's eye ; 
Yet here while Health consents to stay. 
The charmer of my secret day; 
While Love, with youthful Hope allied, 
Beneath my cottage roof abide ; 
While myrtle-handed Leisure tiirows 
O'er soften'd life her sweet repose ; 
And Fancy to her favourite lute 
Some high ambitious rhyme shall suit ; 
My heart, with these sublimely bless'd, 
Bids Pride and Folly share the rest. 

Yet if my fate my wish deny ; 
If leisure, love, and fancy fly, 
While, dhn and weary, life remains. 
And heaves the slow blood through my veins. 
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Go, with thy loathed band, 
Where hills of ice and snowy mountains rise. 

Whose strength the sun defies : 
There, amid dismal caves and icy thrones. 

Dispense thine horrid frowns ; [land. 

While storms and hail and wind for ever fill the 

But come, soft Spring ! no more delay 

To bless us with thy genial sway ! 

Thy beams have yet but faintly shone. 

By storms and darkness soon o'erblown ; 

No fostering warmth they yet have shed 

To wake the verdure of the mead ; 

To ope the primrose' wild perfume, 

Or rear to life the violet* s bloom. 

Then come, sweet nymph, with fixed pace ! 

The tyrant shall with fearful face 

Behold far off thy steady beams. 

And haste away his ragged teams. 

O, come, thou queen of gay delights, 

Though late, to bless our longing sights ! 

Flowers shall spring up beneath thy way, 

And earth and air and seas be gay. 

Adown the mountain's woody side 

The tumbling torrent shall subside ; ^ 

And the whistling wind no more 

Through the castle's turrets roar; 

But rills shall lulling music keep, 

And spires and battlements shall peep 

With glittering hue amid the shade ; 

While shepherds' pipes shall from the glade 

Echo sweet; and virgins gay, 
' ^ith fresh-bloom'd cheeks, to hear them play, 

Shall issue from the castle's bounds. 

And dance to thee their merry rounds. 
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On shadowy greens to thee the Fays 
Shall there a moonlight altar raise ; 
And there, by Cynthia's paly ray, 
Will I to thee my orgies pay ! — 
Meads shall smile ; the frisking flock. 
Shall bleat from valley and from rock ; 
And of^ at fold their tinkling bell 
Shall wake the poet's pensive shell ; 
To 'thee by twilight he shall sing. 
Soothed by the air soft-murmuring. 
At mom, from furrowed lands afar. 
Ploughmen's songs shall tend thy car ; 
And the woodman's echoing stroke, 
That too often hath awoke 
The genius of the deepen'd wood 
From the still shades of his abode. 
But, within the fertile vale, 
Dasied pastures shall not fail, 
With flowerets wild of every hue, 
To ope their blossoms to thy view ; 
While the steeple-bells shall ring, 
And down the wave their echoes fling. 
Which, soften'd by the warbling wind. 
With ecstasies shall fill the mind. 
In yonder pansied meadow's bound, 
With hill and wood enclosed around, 
My love and I will wildly stray. 
To pick each flower that drinks thy ray. 
May her enchanting form no fate. 
Like that unhappy maid's, await. 
Whom, gloomy Dis by force convey'd 
To his low region's dismal shade ! 
For she, sad nymph, had only stray'd 
To bask amid thy fragrant blooms, 
And fill her lap VTith thy perfumes, 
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Wh^n he, black God ! with grim delight, 
Bore the wild maid to endless night. 
Ah. no ! I never will profane 
With gloomy fears thy Joyous reign ; 
But, while this youthful blood shall sport 
Within my veins, I thee will court; 
The pleasures of thy train will join. 
And hail thy blooming nymphs divine ; 
To them my tales of love repeat, 
And mark how thy proli6c heat 
On their soft cheeks bids blushes rise. 
And sheds sweet languor o'er their eyes. 

If hoary locks my temples shade. 
Ere in the peaceful grave I'm laid. 
Then may I haunt the rural hall, 
Round which the rooks, with clamorous call, 
To thee their early rites begin, 
Far from the peopled city's din ; 
And waked by them, at dawning day. 
Watch how the buds their leaves display ; 
And sopthed by them, when eve shall come, 
Mark their thick flocks returning home ! 
Awhile contentious strife and noise 
And loud complaint their rest destroys ; 
But by degrees the tumults close, 
The murmurs sink to calm repose. 
While thus I watch them to their nest, 
Soothed by soft sympathy to rest. 
Sweet slumbers o'er mine eyes will 6reep, 
And in mild dreams my fancy steep. 

Thus, Spring, with tiiee I'll pass my day, 
Thus soothe my evening hours away ; 
Thus, as I totter on life's brink. 
To my last slumbers softly sink. , 

SIR E. BRYDGES. 
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TO FANCY. 



Fancy, whose delusions yain 

Sport themselves with human brain ; 

Rival thou of Nature's power, 

Canst, from thy exhaustless store, 

Bid a tide of sorrow flow. 

And whelm the soul in deepest woe : 

Or, in the twinkling of an eye, 

Raise it to mirth and jollity ; 

Dreams and shadows round thee stand, 

Taught to run at thy command, 

And along the wanton air 

Flit like empty gossamer. 

Black Melancholy thee of yore 

To the swift wing'd Hermes bore : 

From the mixture of thy line 

Different natures in thee join. 

Which thou choosest to express » 

By the variance of thy dress. 

Now like thy sire thou lovest to seem 

light and gay with pinions trim, 

Dipp'd in all the dyes that glow 

In the bend of Iris' bow : 

Now, like thy mother drear and sad 

(All in mournful vestments clad. 

Cypress weeds, and sable stole). 

Thou rushest <m the' affrighted soul. 

Oft I feel thee coming on, 
When the Night has reach'd her noon. 
And Darkness, partner of her reign. 
Round the world hath bound her chain ; 
TOL. m. o 
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Then, with measured step and slow. 

In the churchyard path I go, 

And while my outward senses sleep. 

Lost in contemplation deep, 

Sudden I stop, and turn my ear, 

And listening hear, or think I hear. 

First a dead and sullen sound 

Walks along the holy ground ; 

Then through the gloom alternate break 

Groans and the shrill screechowl's shriek. 

Lo ! the moon hath hid her head. 

And the gprayes give up their dead : 

By me pass the ghastly crowds, 

Wrapp*d in visionary shrouds ; 

Maids, who died with love forlorn, 

Youths, who fell by maidens' scorn. 

Helpless sires and matrons old 

Slain for sordid thirst of gold, 

And babes who owe their shortened date 

To cruel stepdame*s ruthless hate ; 

Each their several errands go. 

To haunt the wretdi that wrought their woe ; 

From their sight the caitiff flies. 

And his heart within him dies ; 

While a horror damp and chill 

Through his frozen blood doth thrill. 

And his hair for very dread 

Bears itself upon his head. 

When the early breath of day 
Hath made the shadows flee away. 
Still possess'd by thee I rove 
Bosom'd in the sheltering grove ; 
There, with heart and lyre new strung. 
Meditate the I6fty song. 
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And if thou my voice inspire, 

And with wonted frenzy fire, 

Aided by thee, I build the rhyme. 

Such as nor the flight of time 

Nor wasting flame nor eating shower t 

Nor lightning's blast can e'er devour. 

Or if chance some moral page 
My attentive thoughts engage, 
On I walk, with silent tread. 
Under the thick-woven shade, 
While the thrush, unheeded by, 
Tunes her artless minstrelsy. 
Listening to their sacred lore, 
I think on ages long pass'd o'er, 
When Truth and Virtue, hand in hand, 
Walk'd upon the smiling land. 
Thence my eyes on Britain glance. 
And, awaken'd from my trance. 
While my busy thoughts I rear, 
Oft I wipe the falling tear. 
When the night again descends 
And her shadowy cone extends. 
O'er the fields I walk alone. 
By the silence of the moon. 
Hark ! upon my left I hear 
Wikl music wandering in the air ; 
Led by the sound I onward creep, 
And through the neighbouring hedge I peep ; 
There I spy the fairy band 
Dancing on the level land. 
Now with step alternate bound, 
Join'd in one continued round. 
Now th^ir plighted hands unbiqd. 
And such tangled maces wind 

2ob too 
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As the quick eye can scarce pursue. 
And would haye puzzled that famed clue 
Which led the' Athenian's unskill'd feet , 
Through the labyrinth of Crete. 
At the near approach of day, 
Sudden the music dies away. 
Wasting in the sea of air, 
And the phantoms disappear, 
All (as the glowworm waxes dim) 
Vanish like a morning dream. 
And of their revels leave no trace, 
Save the ring upon the grass. 
When the elfin show is fled 
Home I haste me to my bed ; 
There, if thou with magic wand 
On my temples take thy stand, 
I )Bee in mix'd disorder rise 
All that struck my waking eyes : 
So when I stand, and round me ga^e. 
Where the famed Lodona strays, 
On the woods and thickets brown, 
That its sedgy margins crown, 
And watch the vagrant clouds that fly 
Through the vast desert of the sky. 
When adown I cast my look 
On the smooth unruffled brook 
(While its current clear doth run, 
And holds its mirror to the sun). 
There I see the' inverted scene 
Fall and meet the eye again. 

MERRICI 
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TO HEALTH. 

Return, fair Health ! the Muse again, 
A sweet associate of thy train, 
To sketch the landscapes as they lie 
Brightening beneath thy beamy eye, 
Shall follow where thy footsteps lead 
Along the mom-empurpled mead. 
That, slanting down old AskeVs side, * 
Obtrudes on Trent's diminish'd tide. 

Touched by thy spirit, genial power ! 
f And crown*d by thee, life's varied hour 
A gay unclouded aspect wears. 
High o'er the groveling mist of cares. 

While Hope in every changeful scene 
Exults beneath thy radiant mien, 
O, most indulge my favoured breast ' 

When Friendship greets the heart-loved guest;. 
Nor let my hand, with languor ^unt. 
Cast o'er his welcome cold restraint. 
O, ever round my chearful board , 
Be all thy social pleasures pour'd. 
While, sparkling from the liberal mind, 
The gladden'd thought starts, unconfined 
By slow Reserve or downcast Awe, 
Whose words in faltering haste withdraw 3 
Or Inattention's torpid ear, • 
Who, gazing, only seems to hear; 
Or dark Distrust, in silence bound. 
With jealous eye that peers around. 
Thy influence wakes a fairer birth, 
Light Ease, and Play, and vacant Mirth ; 



I 
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The dancing Hopes, the glittering vein 
That runs through Fancy's boundless i^ign; 
With all the viyid grace of thought, 
In Wifs energic quickness wrought ; 
And Humour, at whose festal sounds 
Fantastic-footed Laughter bounds. 

With thee even Solitude is seen 
Clear from the withering hue of spleen ; 
Her solemn air, her musing pace, 
Each deep, composed, majestic grace, 
Flushed heavenly by tiiy vital bloom 
A freer fairer look assume ; 
Her listless thought, her languid tone 
No more oppressive sadness own ; 
But, nerved by thee, such transport take 
That all her silent fancies wake. 

Thou, in Retirement's hermit hour, 
A fairy saint to bless her bower, 
Shalt chase, with holy spell, away 
The fiends tiiat vex her private day ; 
Self-tired and sullen Biscontent ; 
Hatred, his brows in anger bent; 
And Superstition's gorgon head 
That rends the midnight dream with dread ; 
And Melancholy's moping train. 
Grief, and the sickly dregs of Pain ; 
And stem Disgust of Life, that bears 
With murmur'd woe his weight of cares, 
Or, as his desperate sorrows rave, 
Visits in gore his timeless grave. 

When evening shadows haunt the vale, 
And dewy sweets enrich the gale, 
And musing through her motley groves 
With Inspiration Autumn roves ; 
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When Hope, upon her morning's wing, 
Enchanting sheds the bloom of spring ; 
When Summer's sultry noon persuades 
Where Coolness wreathes her bowery shades^ 
And Beauty courts, with loosen'd vest, 
The struggling Zephyrs to her breast; 
When shuddering crones, in wintry nights. 
Recount long tales of ghostly sights, 
And, hovering o*er the embers' gleam. 
At every casual sparkle scream ; 
O genius of the chosen hour ! 
When most I court thy glowing power. 
From irksome labours ever free, . 
If Heaven such bliss reserve for me. 
From social mirth retired awhile, 
Full on my soul delighted smile ! 

Though Grandeur stoop not to my shed ; 
Though Pride avert his lifted head ; 
Though tasteless Folly fluttering by 
Leer on my lot with Mockery's eye ; 
Yet here while Health consents to stay. 
The charmer of my secret day; 
While Love, with youthful Hope allied. 
Beneath my cottage roof abide ; 
While myrtle-handed Leisure dirows 
O'er soften'd life her sweet repose ; 
And Fancy to her favourite lute 
Some high ambitious rhyme shall suit ; 
My heart, with these sublimely bless*d. 
Bids Pride and Folly share the rest. 

Yet if my fate my wish deny ; 
If leisure, love, and fancy fly, 
While, dhn and weary, life remains, 
And heaves the slow blood through my veins. 
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Order and Peace, a tranquil mind, 
Though ever pensive, yet resigned. 
Shall worship on the banks of Trent 
The household deity. Content 

REV. W. B. STETERS. 



MARCH. 



Now the doubling vapours fill 

The vale, and hover o'er the hill; 

The heath, that right against the view 

lifts its slope side, is clad in blue ; 

O'er the far extended wood 

Deep and still the gray mists brood; 

While by the hedge and on the grass 

We brush the vapours as we pass. 

Still is the air ; the leaves and herbs 

Not a single breath disturbs, 

Save that, by fits, the breeze's sighs 

In murmurs through the boughs arise. 

Through the dead calm that reigns around, 

Is heard distinctly every sound : 

The rooks, that still from earliest dawn 

With caw incessant pass the lawn. 

Then quick repass, with burden fill'd, 

Their annual aerie to rebuild ; 

The plough, that sometimes screaks ; — anon 

The swain's loud laugh, that guides it on ; 

The clapping gate; at which we see, 

Slowly returning from the lea„ 

The sower with bis empty sack ; 

The woodman^ laden at his back 
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With roots and, broken sticks and boughs, 

That custom for his toil allows ; 

Or red-cloak'd housewife of the cot, 

Who from the vill her stores has got 

To cheer her household, when they leave 

The bam or wood or field at eve ; 

Or truant boys, whose cheerful vpice 

Down in the vale we hear rejoice ; 

The horses' steps along the lane. 

Or the loud ring of loaded wain ; 

Or from the public road afar 

The rattle of the fleeter car 

(While at each pause from yonder vale 

We hear the cuckoo tell her tale, 

Or gentle stockdove pour her moan 

In deep and melancholy tone) ; 

The babbling .hounds, whose distant cries 

Waked by the horn's loud melodies. 

Or shrill-yoiced huntsman's echoing cheer 

Die into music in the air ; 

The bleating flock from yonder steep. 

The dog that, bays the straying sheep, 

And shepherd's hallo from the hill. 

At which the' obedient dog is still ; 

The village artist's hasty stroke ; 

The slower flail ; the felling oak 

That echoes from the quaking dell ; 

The rapid whirl from cottage y^ell; 

The cattle, lowing from the farm; 

And thousand soimds beside, that charm, 

Now the wings of silence bear 

Distinct along the listening air. 

Thus as the airy harp reclined 
Moves to the whispers of the wind, 

iroL, ra. p 
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And, in return, from all its strings 
With more melodious music rings ; 
The curious ear, in ecstasies, 
Vibrates to Nature's harmonies. 
And strives the rapture to repay 
By mimic echoes of her lay. 

SIR E. BRYDGES. 



SONG TO THE BIRDS. 

Sweet birds, whose songs and woodnotes wild 

Cheer my walk at morning mild. 

While I trace the hayfield round. 

The margin of this grassy mound ; 

Full pleasant are your lays to me. 

Gentle warblers, fond and free ; » 

More welcome far than vemal showers ; 

Chanted from your happy bowers. 

Built on Cherweirs alder'd edge. 

Mid the hawthorn-blooming hedge ; 

Sweet birds, those bowers no more shall be 

To you retreat, or joy to me : 

As late near yon unsullied stream 

I framed my fond poetic theme. 

Near my path, upon the ground. 

Recent from the ^tuel wound. 

Fallen from his native spray, 

A bleeding linnet panting lay. 

Fly, fly, sweet birds, these limits fly. 

For see, your barbarous foe is nigh. 

And aims at your devoted breath 

His iron weapon charged with death ! 
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Wretch of rude and nigged soul. 
Stranger to. pity's soft control, 
Who violates tiie rural glee 
Of Nature's sweetest minstrelsy, 
Who banishes the race of love, 
The tuneful tenants of the grove, 
Unpeoples all the vocal ground, 
And desolates the hills around ! 
Ye throstles blithe, whose matin strains 
Melodise the lonely plains ; 
Ye nightingales, the woods among, 
Where warbles wild your midnight song, 
If je'er my fond enamour'd ear 
Hath loved your siren plaints to hear. 
If e'er my steps have loved to tread 
The dewy vale and moonlight mead. 
Where the lone mate in craggy dell 
Bemoans her absent Philomel, 
Or to the trees in piteous strains 
Still of her plundered nest complains ; 
And all ye various-plumed train. 
Who haunt the stream or vnng the plain ; 
Hence, gentle birds, spontaneous flee 
With peace, with safety, and with me. 
And seek with me the distant vales 
That smooth the rugged brow of Wales, 
Where of hills a mighty mound 
Rears its magic circle round : 
There in some villa's calm recess 
Health my careless days shall bless. 
There lead me forth at break of mom, 
Ere sounds the hunter's buglehom. 
There oft shall vnn my willing ear 
Your unbought harmony to hear ; 



>! 
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Yet my grateful hands shall pay 
Witii due reward your carols gay; . 
And to your bills the crumbs afford 
That fall from my unpamper'd board, 
And build for you the winter shed, ^ 
The wicker'd roof and mossy bed. 
To your arbour*s prirate home, 
Hither, gentle wanderers, come ; 
Through the copse and by the streams 
Tune your nature-prompted themes ; 
And to the charmed ear of Spring 
Such enchanting descants sing 
As may beguile Affliction's tear, 
Such as innocence may hear ; 
Soft as the gales young Zephyr brings. 
Or the plumage of your wings ; 
Far sweeter than the feeble note 
Warbled from a eunuch's throat, 
Far sweeter than the lisping lays 
Which the siren Flattery pays. 
At her late and early hour, 
On the golden shrine of Power. 

When the shades of evening come, 
Here the busy bees shall hum, 
Here shall range the thyiny beds 
When her dews young morning sheds. 
And love my limits lone and still 
More than Hybla's honey'd hill. 
These hives, the green parterres among. 
Be your cells, industrious throng ; 
Nor from your nectar-streaming hoard 
Refuse, to grace my simple board, 
A portion due, content that here 
No drone invades your dulcet cheer, 
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No creeping flames your hives annoy, 
Nor music lures you to destroy.' 

You tooy ye feather'd tribes of air, 
The same security shall share ; 
Here shal^ dread no secret net 
Mid the thorny thicket set ; 
Nor kites nor hawks, a bloody throng, 
Nor gn^ping vulture's talon strong, 
Who, taught by man, with rage refined, 
Devour their own devoted kind. 
Say, silvan quire, what dire offence 
Hatii stain'd your native innocence. 
That danger thus, with ceaseless course. 
Pursues your flight, your haunts explores ? 
Oft have I seen your callow care 
Hard-struggling in the birdlime snare : 
So the rash youth, in grief I said, 
If once the path of vice he tread. 
Caught in the toils of treachery, 
^In vain long labours to be free : 
But ne'er hath pride your minds possessed. 
Harmless offspring of the nest, 
•Nor folly e'er your hearts beguiled. 
Nor guilt disgraced your manners piild. 
Which still to active instinct true 
Kind Nature's simple paths pursue. 

Nor these the only ills you bear. 
Winged inhabitants of air : 
From danger and from death you fly, 
Alas ! to loss of liberty ; 
Condemn'd to leave your native groves, 
Unfinish'd songs, and feather'd loves ; 
Condemn'd to change your airy downs 
For busy streets of peopled towns : 



! 
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Long, long the drooping captiTe dwells 
In cruel cages, gVated cells ; 
Oft wishful views some distant tree, 
And pants and flutters to be free ; 
With gnef and rage would fain expire^ 
And leaves a plume on every vnie, 

REV. J. WALTERS. 



TO THE SPIRIT OF FRESHNESS. 

O THOU, the daughter of the Vernal Dew, 
That, glistering to the mom with pearly light. 

The gentle Aura woo'd 

Beside a dripping cave ; 

There, midst the blush of roses, won the nymph 
To dalliance, as in sighs she whisper'd love ; 

There saw thee bom, as May 

Unclosed her laughing eye ; 

Spirit of Freshness, hail! At this dim hour 
While, streak'd with recent gray, the dawn ap- 

Where sport thy humid steps, [pears, 

Ambrosial essence, say? 

Haply, thy slippers glance along my path 
Where frosted lilies veil their silver bells 

Beneath the lively green 

Of their full-shading leaves. 

Or dost thou wander in the hoary field 
Where, overhead, I view the cautious hare 

Nibbling, while stillness reigns. 

The light-sprent barley blade? 



ODES. Ill 

Or dost thou hover o'er the hawthorn bloom, 
Where, in his nest of clay, the. blackbird opes 

His golden lids, and tunes 

A soft preluding strain ; 

Or art thou soaring mid the fleeced air 

To meet the dayspring, where the plume-wet lark 

Pours sudden his shrill note 

Beneath a dusky cloud? 

I see thee not — But lo ! a vapoury shape 
That oft belies thy form, emerging slo^ 
From that deep central gloom. 
Rests on the moon-tipp'd wood. 

Now, by a halo circled, sails along. 
As gleams with icicles his azure vest. 

Now shivers on the trees, 

And feebly sinks from sight. 

Tis cold ! and lo ! upon the whitening folds 
Of the dank mist that fills the hollow dell, . 

Chill Damp with drizzly locks 

Glides in his lurid car. 

Where a lone fane o'er those broad tushes nods 
In slumberous torpor : save when flitting bat 

Stirs the rank ivy brown 

That clasps its oozing walls ! 

Yet, yet, descending from yon eastern tent 
Whose amber seems to kiss the wavy plain, 

A form, half viewless, spreads 

A flush purpureal round. 

I know ihee. Freshness ! Lo ! delicious green • 
Sprinkles thy path. The bursting buds above ^ 

With vivid moisture glow. 

To mark thy gradual way. 
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The florets, opening, firom their young cups dart 
The carmine blush, the yellow lustre clear: 

And now entranced I drink 

Thy breath in liying balms ! 

And not a ryegrass trembles, but it giTCS 
A scent salubrious : not a flower exhales 

Its odours, but it breathes 

O'er all a cool repose. 

Mild shadowy power! whilst now thy tresses, 

bathed 
In primrose tints, the snowdrop's coldness shed 

On skyblue hyacinths, 

Thy chaste and simple wreath ; 

While flows to Zephyr thy transparent robe, 
Stealing the colours of the lunar bow. 

How short thy vestal reign 

Amid the rosy lawn! 

Yes ! if thou mix the safiron hues that stream 
From the bright orient with the roscid rays 

Of yonder orb that hangs 

A silvery drop on high ; 

Or if thou love, along the lucent sod. 
To catch the sparkles of thy modest star ; 
With all the mingled beams 
Heightening some virgin's bloom ; 

Fleet as the shadow from the breded»heaven 
Bmshing the gossamer, thy steps retire 

Within the gelid gloom 

Of thy green-vested/ oak. 
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There, as its iunbient arch with airy sweep 
Chequers the ground, thine ' eyes of dewy light* 

Pursue the turf that floats 

In many a tremulous ware. 

And now, retreating to the breezy marge 
Of the pure stream, thy ruby fingers rear 

The new-blown flowers that wake 

To tinge its crystal tide : 

Or gently on thine alabaster urn 

Thy head reclines, beneath some aged beech 

That mid the crisped brook 

Steeps its long-wreathed roots. 

While from the cave where first thine essence 

sprung, [spars, 

Where the chaste Naiads ranged their glittering 

Rills, trickling through the moss. 

Purl o'er the pebbled floor. 

There sleep till eve ; as now the tyrant heat 
Kindles, with rapid strides, the' extensive lawn. 

And e'en thy favourite haunt, 

The verdurous oak, invades. 

And may no vapours from that osier'd bank 
Annoy thee — thou, whose delicacy dreads. 

Though shrinldng from the sun. 

The sallow's stagnant shade. 

There sleep till eve; unless the spring-loved 

showers, 
Pattering among the foliage, bid theie rise 
. To taste those transient blooms 

Th^ wi& the rainbow live. 
VOL. lu. a 
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There sleep till eve ; when as thy parent Air 
With feathery softness flutters o'er thine am, 

And midst the vermeil bower, 

The dew thy feet impearls ; 

JoyM shalt thou hail the watery-tinted cloud, 
Whose radiant skirts half hide the westering orb, 

Whilst a fine emerald hue 

The whole horizon stains ; 

Till through the fragrance of his sweetbriar leaves 
Thy glowworm flings a solitary ray, 

As peace descends, to hush 

The twilight-bosom'd scene ! 

POLWHELE. 



VICISSITUDE. 



— Rapt in thought that bids 'thee rise 
In all thy forms before mine eyes, 
I glow with joy to see thee come 
In rosy health and youthful bloom : 

And now cold horror trembles o'er my soul. 
When thou, in blank uncertainty array 'd^ 
With iron-hearted deaf control 

Throw'st all around thy awful dubious shade. 

Oh, give my song, mysterious power. 
The joys and terrors of thy sway to tell. 
Thy sway o'er universal nature spread, 
The sweetest hope of man, and darkest dread ! 
Behold, where shivering in the rattling hail. 

While drizzling black clouds o'er him lour. 
Bent o'er his staff", with livid visage fell, 
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Dull Winter stays his creeping step to pause. 

And wishful turns his icy eyes 
On April*s meads'. Beckoning on flowery May, 
With gentle shadowy hand thou movest away 
The lingering churl. Swift o'er the primrose dale 
The new-waked bee his humming labour plies ; 
And sudden from each budding grove 
Incense to heaven, the songs of love, 
Attest rejoicing Nature's glad applause. 

Glistening with dew the green-hair'd Spring 
Walks though the woods ; and, smiling in her train. 

Youth flutters gay on cherub wing ; 

And life exulting lifts the eye to heaven. 

And crown'd with bearded grain, 

And hay grass breathing odours bland. 
Bold Summer comes in manhood's lusty prime. 
Anon his place is given 

To veteran Autumn : yellow glows 
His waving robe : with conscious mien sublime 

He proudly lifts his snn-brovm'd brows 
High o'er the loaded clime. 
For him the foll-orb'd moon with orange rays 
Gilds mild the night; for him her course delays; 
And jolly wealth lies wide beneath his hand. 

But soon decrepit age he shows. 

And all his golden honours past. 

Naked before October's blast. 

He flies the plunder'd land. 

With hoary bearded cheek and front severe, 
Of angry fretful scowl, from forest wild, 
Now rheum-eyed Winter hastens to the plain ; 
The hollow blast low groaning in his ear, 
Round his bald head the brown leaves drift amain ; 
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And soon his snowy mantle wide he throws 
O'er Tale and hill, and icicles he weeps. 
The sun withdraws his golden rays. 
And short his cold diurnal visit pays 
With faint and silvery beam. 
As listless to disturb the deep repose, 
While languid nature sleeps. 
Anon to social mirth beguiled, 
Safe from the tempest breme 
• That howls without, and beating rain, 
The tyrant bids the friendly hearth to blaze ; 
And with the feats of former days, 
Of battles dread, and heroes slain, 
And valiant deeds of many a knight, 
And loves of ladies passing bright. 
The long-contented evening sweet he cheers; 
While from his day-sport on the ice-bound stream. 
Weary returned, with wonder ai^d delight, 
Unrazor'd youth the various legend hears. 

These are thy grateful chaiiges, mighty power, 

Vicissitude ! But far more grateful still 

When now from Nature's frozen sleep profound, 

Invigor'd vegetation wakes. 

And Spring, with primrose garland crown'd, 
The seeds of plenty o*er the fuming ground 

From her green mantle shakes. 

MICSLE. 
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HYMN ON SOLITUBE. 

Hail, mildly pleasing Solitude, 
Companion of the wise and good ; 
But, from whose holy piercing eye 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh ! how I loye with thee to walk, 
And listen to thy whisper'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth impa^. 
And melts the most obdurate hearts. 

A thousand shapes you wear with ease. 
And still in every shape you please. 
Now wrapped in some mysteriqus dream, 
A lone philosopher you seem ; 
'Now quick from hill to vale you fly. 
And now you sweep the vaulted sky; 
A shepherd next, you haunt the plain. 
And warble forth your oaten strain ; 
A lover now, with all the grace 
Of that sweet passion in your face ; 
Then, calm'd to friendship, you assume 
The gentle-looking Hertford's bloom, ^ 
As, with her Musidora, she 
(Her Musidora fond of thee), 
Amid the long-withdrawing vale. 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy breath of mom. 
Just as the dew-bent rose is bom ; 
And while meridian fervours beat. 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat; 
But chief, when evening scenes decay. 
And the faint landscape swims away, 
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Thine is the doubtful soft decline. 
And that best hour of musing thine. 

Descending angels bless thy train, 
The^ virtues of the sage and swain ; 
Plain Innocence, in white array'd. 
Before thee lifts her fearless head ; 
Religion's beams around thee shine, 
And cheer thy glooms with light diyine : 
About thee sports sweet Liberty ; 
And rapt Urania sings to thee. 

Oh, let me pierce thy secret cell ! 
And in thy deep recesses dwell ; 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill. 
When Meditation has her fill, 
I just may cast my careless eyes 
Where London's spiry turrets rise, 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain. 
Then shield me in the woods again. 

TH0BC80N. 



TO NIGHT. 



Sunk is the sun, and on yon mountain head 
Hangs the last gleam of the declining day ; 

Fades every landscape, deepens every shade ; 
The clouds, late golden, now are robed in gray. 

And thine is now the rule. Imperial Night ! 

All mildly sitf st thou on thy shadowy throne ; 
While Superstition, seized with self-afiright. 

Throws o'er thy brow a horror all her own. 
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Nojtr to her monster-breeding brain appear 
Visions of woe, and hideous forms of fear. 

And signs and portents boding ill to come ; 
And flame-eyed goblins gliding o'er.the green, 
And mnrder^d ghosts with bleeding wounds are 
, seen, 

And screechowls heard, that tell her of the tomb. 

But musing Wisdom seeks thy friendly shade, 
To her more gentle than the glare of noon : 

She loves thy sober solemn charms array 'd 
With the pale glories of the pensive moon. 

Fatigued with pleasures, or with cares oppressed, 
Tired of the proud, the vicious, and the vain ; 

How joys my soul, when wheel'd beneath the west 
Sinks the gay sun, and hails thy gentler reign ! 

Impertinence's buzz and busy wings. 
Envy's loud hiss, and sly Detraction's stings. 

The taunts of Insolence, the wretch's woes, 
The stir and strife of Fortune and her tools. 
The roar of Riot, and the laugh of Fools 

No longer interrupt her loved repose. 

Then Wisdom clears her intellectual eyes. 
And elevates her aim to things Divine, 

Bids all the choir of Mental Graces rise. 
Bids all the charms of Moral Beauty shine. 

Silent are now the groves, no silvan throat 
Tunes its wild descant ; but the hoot I hear 

Of the lone owl, though no melodious note. 
Yet pleasing still to Contemplation's ear. 

The stars bright-sparkling o'er the ethereal way. 
The moon's mild gleams that ever quivering play 
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On the light rills, that warble, ss the wind. 
Gales hollow-roaring, hoarse resounding woods, 
Rude hanging roc^, dread shades, and dashing 
floods, 

Exalt, and soothe, and harmonize the mind. 

Then every rude emotion sinks to rest, ' 

In gentler flow the tides of passion roll, 

A solemn calm steals o'er the soften*d breast, 
And philosophic transports swell the soul. 

O'er Nature's ample field her fancy strays. 
Thence her rich store of form and colour brings, 

With curious art combined a thousand ways. 
And paints her beauteous images of things. 

Now wantons wild in aromatic grores. 
Now the lone heath and howling forest royes, 

Pensiye and listening to tiie sighs of woe ; 
Now sits sublime on Alpine heights enthronod. 
Mid the red blaze of lightnings flashing round, 

And hears redoubled thunders roll below. 

Now Horror's shade she seeks, and central cave, 
Her ghastly visaged ghosts and floods of fire; 

Now joys in empyrean light to lave. 

And catch new rapture ^rom the Seraph's lyre. 

Then welcome. Night! thou awful pleasing fair! 

While the moon seem9 along the clouds to sail, 
Which round her throne like fleecy flakes appear, 

And~now half hide her radiance, now reveal. 

Pride wants the Sun her plumage to display ; 
A soul sublime from no material ray 
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Draws her rich splendours, or imbibes her joy; 
Reason's clear beam and Virtue's flame diyine 
Shall with, their own eternal glories shine, 

When worlds and suns in'endless darkness die. 

And thou, GreatTather ! guard my sleeping hours. 
Bid the wild war of striving passions cease, 

Compose in pleasing harmony my powers^ 

And o'er my throbbing bosom breathe thy peace. 

Thrice-happy souls who thy protection share ! 

Virtue in thy parental arms at rest 
Securely lies, as stranger yet to fear 

The suckling slumbers on its mother's breast. 

Spirits, that hurl the thunders down the sky. 
Or drive the chariot of the storms on high, 

And shake o'er trembling Guilt the fiery rod. 
Oft bid tiieir vengeful rage the pious spare; 
Even flames, amid the general wreck, revere 

And pass untouched those temples of their God. 

REV. H. MOORE. 



ON THE DEATH OF MR. PELHAM. 

Let others hail the rising sun, 
I bow to that whose course is run. 

Which sets in endless night ; 
Whose rays benignant bless'd this isle. 
Made peaceful nature round us smile 

With cairn but cheerful light. 

No bounty past provokes my praise, 
No'future prospects prompt my lays, 
VOL. ni. R 
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From real grief they flow ; 
I catch the' alarm from Britain's fears. 
My sorrows fall with Britain's tears. 

And join a nation's woe. 

See, as yon pass the crowded street, 
Despondence clouds each face yon meet. 

All their lost friend deplore : 
You read in every pensive eye. 
You hear in every broken sigh, 

That Pelham is no more. 

If thus each Briton is alarm'd 

Whom but his distant influence warm'd. 

What griefs their breasts must rend. 
Who, in his private virtues bless'd. 
By Nature's dearest ties possess'd 

The husband, father, friend ! 

What! mute, ye bards? — no mournful verse. 
No chaplets to adorn his hearse, 

To crown the good and just? 
Your flowers in warmer regions bloom. 
You seek no pensions from the tomb, 

No laurels from the dust. 

When power departed with his breath. 
The sons of Flattery fled from death : 

Such insects swarm at noon. 
Not for herself my Muse is grieved. 
She never ask'd nor e'er received 

One ministerial boon. 

Hath some peculiar strange offence 
Against us arm'd Omnipotence, 
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To check the nation's pride? 
Behold the' appointed punishment ! 
At length the vengeful bolt is sent, 
It fell — when Pelham died. 

Unchecked by shame, unawed by dread, 
When Vice triumphant rears her head, 

Vengeance can sleep no more ; 
The evil angel stalks at large, 
The good submits, resigns his charge, 

And quits the' unhallow'd shore. 

The same sad mom * to church and state 
(So for our sins 'twas fix'd by fate) 

A double stroke was given ; 
Black as the whirlwinds of the north 
St. John's fell genius issued forth. 

And Pelham fled to heaven! 

By angels wa^h'd in Eden's bowers, 
Our parents pass'd their peaceful. hours,. 

Nor guilt nor pain they knew ; 
But on the day which usher'd in 
The hell-bom train of mortal sin, 

The heavenly guards withdrew. 

Look down, much honoured shade, below ! 
Still let thy pity aid our woe ; 

Stretch out thy healing hand ; 
Resume those feelings which on earth 
Proclaimed thy patriot love and worth. 

And saved a sinking land. 

Search, with thy more than mortal eye, 
The breasts of all thy friends : descry 

• Tbe (kh of March, 1154, wu remarkable for the pnbllca- 
ikw of the work! of the late lor4, and the death of Mr. Pelham. 
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What there has got poBsesaion. ' 
See if thy mumspectuig heart. 
In some for truth mistook not art. 

For principle profession. » 

From these, the pests of humankind, 
Whom royaJ bounty cannot bind. 

Protect our parent king : 
Unmask their treachery to his sight. 
Drag forth the vipers into light, 

And crush them ere they sting. 

If such his trust and honours share. 
Again exert thy guardian care. 

Each yenom'd heart disclose ; 
On Him, on Him our all depends. 
Oh, save him from his treacherous friends. 

He cannot fear his foes. 

Whoe'er shall at the helm preside. 
Still let thy prudence be his guide, 

To stem the troubled wave ; 
But chiefly whisper in his ear, 
' That George is open, just, sincere. 

And dares to scorn a knave.' 

No selfish views to' oppress mankind. 
No mad ambition fired thy mind. 

To purchase fame with blood ; 
Thy bosom glow'd with purer heat ; 
Convinced that to be truly great 

Is only to be good. 

To hear no lawless passion's call. 
To serve thy king yet feel for all, 
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Such was thy glorious plan ! 
'W^isdom with generous loTe took part, 
Together work thy head and heart, 

The minister and man. 

Unite, ye kindred sons of worth ; 
Strangle bold faction in, its birth ; 

Be Britain's weal your yiew ! 
For this great end let all combine, 
Let virtue link each fair design, 

And Pelham live in you. 

GARRICK. 



ON 

THE DEATH OF PRINCE LEOPOLD, 

SON OF TBS DVKB OP MECKLENBURGU SOHWERIN, 
WHO WAS DBOWNEO IN THE RIVER ODES, DURING 
THE INUNDATION IN 1786, IN ENDEAVOURING TO 
RESCUE A FAMILY OF CHILDREN, WHOSE MOTHER 
HAD INTREATED HIM TO GIVE ORDERS FOR THAT 
PURPOSE. 

Let praise the victor's act record, 
And nations deify the sword 

With human sacrifice impure ; 
To such, when Fate has given the blow. 
The service of external woe 

Shall long-prescriptive right secure : 

But ah ! the tears, the sighs that part 
Spontaneous from the deep-charged heart 

The formal summons disobey ; 
This envied meed from distant lands 
The name of Leopold commands. 

And every firiend of man shall pay. 
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Lamented youth ! I nerer trod - 
The banks where rapid Oder flow'd. 

Whose latest sons shall weep thy doom ; • 
Nor eyer hail'd thy gracious form, 
Whose promised worth the' unkindly storm • 

Hath crush'd in manhood's opening bloom« 

Yet, all confessed to Fancy's eyes, 
Thy gentle spirit Seems to rise 

With amaranthine splendour crowned, . 
And recent from their watery grave ' 
The tender group thou died^st to save 

On snowy pinions hoyer round. 

Though now to better worlds resign'd. 
Thy bright example left behind 

Shall still to man extend thy care ; . 
Disclose the surer paths of Fame, 
And nobly point the social aim, 

* To saye, to pity, and to spare.' 

WARWICK. 



ON SEEING A NEGRO FUNERAL. 

MAHALt dies ! o'er yonder plain 
His bier is borne : the sable train 

By youthful yirgins led : 
Daughters of injured Afric, say 
Why raise ye thus the heroic lay, 

Why triumph o'er the dead? 

No tear bedews their fixed eye: 
'TIS now the hero lives, they cry— 
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Released from slavery's chains 
Beyond the billowy surge he flies^ 
And joyful yiews his natiTe skies 

And long-lost bowers again. 

On Koromantyn's palmy soil, , 
Heroic deeds and martial toil 

Shall fill each glorious day ; 
Loye, fond and faithful, crown thy nights^ 
And bliss unbought, unmix'd delights, 

Past cruel wrongs repay. 

Nor lordly pride's stem avarice there 
Alone shall Nature's bounties share ; 

To all her children free. — 
For thee the dulcet reed shall spring. 
His balmy bowl the cocoa bring, 

The' anana bloom for thee. 

The thunder, hark! 'TIS Afric's God; 
He wakes, he lifts the' avenging rod. 

And speeds the' impatient hours : 
From Niger's golden stream he calls ; 
Fair Freedom comes — Oppression falls; 

And vengeance yet is ours! 

Now, Christian, now, in wild dismay, * 

Of Afric's proud revenge the prey. 

Go roam the' affrighted wood ; — 
Transformed to tigers, fierce and fell, 
Hiy race shall prowl with savage yell 

And glut their rage for blood I 

« 

But soft, — ^beneath yon tamarind shade, 
Now let the hero's limbs be laid; 
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Sweet slumbers Uess the brave : 
There shall the breezes shed perfomey 
Nor livid lightnings blast the bloom 

That decks Mahali's grave. 

BRYAN EDWARDS. 



TO HOPE. 

Thet err who deem thee of celestial race. 

Nymph of the ceaseless smile, 

Thine is no angel face, 
O treacherous Hope, who flatterest to beguile. 

Thou wert, indeed, fair spirit, bom in heaven ; 

But from the realm of bliss 

Thy faithless form was driven 
"With those who plunged into the deep abyto. 

So still thy dazzling lineaments displa;^ 

The hue of heavenly birth ; 

And mortals own thy sway, 
Deem'd the good angel of the sons of earth. 

Thou, when the traveller of the moonless night 

Gropes o'er the moor his way, 

Showest the watery light 
That tempts the wretched wanderer far astray. 

The dear illusion makes his heart rejoice, 

He hastens wildly on — 

And now he lifts his voice — 
And louder now — and now the light is gone. 

Thou hearest him as to the water side 

A wretched man he moves, 

And when beneath the tide. 
Groaning, he sinks, remembering all he loves. 
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And when the mountainous ocean swells and raveSy 

When the ship sinks beneath, 

Thou makest on the wares 
The mariner endure protracted death. 

Long buoy'd by thee, with miserable eye 

He gazes round and round, 

And thinks he can descry 
The distant vessel o'er the billows bound. 

Oh, happy, if by no vain wish possessed, 

When mid the waters cast. 

Despair had filVd his breast. 
Soon had he perished, and the pang been past. 

Fool ! he who trusts thee in the evil hour, 
Thou parasite of grief, 
Whose false and boasting power 

Can only promise, never bring relief. 

ANONYMOUS. 



TO THE RIVER TEIGN. 

Oh Thou! the guardian of each floweret pale 
That decks thy lonely brim; whether thy car. 
Hoarse murmuring from afar. 

Foams down the dark and solitary vale; 

Or through yon meads thy peaceful current roves, 
Where, mid the pendent umbrage pleased to 
Thou shunn'st the noontide ray [stray. 

Which gilds the' encircling mi^esty of groves ; 

Hail, holy sire ! whilst keen remorse corrodes, 
Sicken'd with pleasure's pangs, this aching 
Thy freshening streams impart, [heart, 

And take, oh, tid^e me to thy bless'd abodes I 

YOL. m. 8 
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But if, led on by Heayen's decree to' explore 

The depths and shoals of fortune^ once again 

I trust the faithless main, 
Tom from thy desert caves and solemn roar ; 
Give me at length, firom storms secure,^ and wpef 

Of latest age, to lose the silent hours. 

And in thy awful bowers 
Enshroud me far from men, in deep repose* 

BAMPFTLDE. 



TO THE POPPY. 



Not for the promise of Ihe laboured field. 
Not for the good the yellow harvests yield, 

I bend at Ceres' shrine ; 
For dull to humid eyes appear 
The golden glories of the year ; 

Alas! a melancholy worship's mine ! 
I hail the goddess for her scarlet flower. 

Thou brilliant weed 

That dost so far exceed 
The richest gifts gay Flora can bestow, 
Heedless I pass'd thee in Life's morning hour 

(Thou comforter of woe), 
Till Sorrow taught me to confess thy power. / 

In early days, when Fancy cheats, 

A various wreath I wove 
Of laughing Spring's luxuriant sweets. 

To deck ungrateful Love ; 
The rose or thorn my numbers crown'd. 
As Venus smiled or Venus frownM. 
But Love and Joy and all their train -are flown. 
And I will sii^g of thee alone ; 
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Unless perchance the attributes of grief, 

The cypress bud and willow leaf. 

Their pale funereid foliage blend with thine. 

Hail, loyely blossom! thou canst ease 

The wretched victims of disease ; 

Canst close those weary eyes in gentle sleep 

Which never open but to weep ; 

For, oh ! thy potent charm 

Can agonizing Pain disarm ; 

Expel imperious Memory from her seat, 

And bid the throbbing heart forget to beat. 

Soul-soothingplant! that canst such blessings give, 

By thee the mourner bears to live. 

By thee the wretched die ! 
Oh ! ever friendly to despair. 
Might Sorrove's pallid votary dare, 
Without a crime, that remedy implore 

Which bids the spirit from its bondage fly, 
I*d court thy palliative aid no more ! 
No more I'd sue that thou shouldst spread 
Thy spell around my aching hes^d, 
But would conjure thee to impart 
Thy balsam for a broken heart ; 
And by thy soft Lethean power 
(Inestimable flower !) 

Burst thes^ terrestrial bonds, and other regions 
try. HON. MRS. o'neil. 



TO THE WILLOW. 

SEto Nature's fiurest gift appear. 
The promise of the blooming year. 
The rose has burst her infant bands. 
And gay in Summer's pride expands ; 
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FOUND IN A BOWER FACING THE 

SOUTH. 

Soft cherab of the southern breese, 
Oh ! thou whose voice I love to hear, 

When lingering through the rustling trees. 
With lengthened sighs it soothes mine ear ; 

Oh ! thou whose fond embrace to meet, 
The young Spring all enamoured flies, 

And robs thee of thy kisses sweet, 
And on thee pours her laughing eyes ; 

Thou at whose call the light fays start, 

That silent in their hidden bower 
Lie penciling with tenderest art 

The blossom thin and infant flower ; 

Soft cherub of the southern breeze ! 

Oh ! if aright I tune the reed 
Which thus thine ear would hope to please 

By pimple lay and humble meed ; 

And if aright, with anxious zeal, 
My willing hands this bower have made, 

Still let this bower thine influence feel. 
And be its gloom thy favourite shade ! 

For thee of all the cherub train 
Alone my votive Muse would woo ; 

Of all that skim along the main. 

Or walk at dawn yon mountains blue ; 

Of all that slumber in the grove, 
Or playful urge the gossamer's flight, 

Or down tiie vale or streamlet move, 
With whisper soft and pinion light. 
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I court thee, through the glimmering air, 
When morning springs from slumbers still, 

And waving bright his golden hair, 
Stands tiptoe on yon eastern hill. 

I court thee, when at noon reclined, 
I watch the murmuring insect throng 

In many an airy spiral wind, 
Or silent climb the leaf along. 

I court thee, when the flowerets close. 
And drink no more receding light, 

And when calm eve to soft repose 
Sinks on the bosom of the night. 

And when, beneath the moon's pale beam, 
Alone mid shadowy rocks I roam. 

And waking visions round me gleam. 
Of beings and of worlds to come. 

Smooth glides with thee my pensive hour. 
Thou warmest to life my languid mind ; 

Thou cheer'st a frame with genial power^ 
That droops in every ruder wind. 

Breathe, cherub! breathe! once soft and warm. 
Like thine, the gale of Fortune blewj^ 

How has the desolating storm 

Swept all I gazed on from my view ! 

Unseen, unknown, I wait my doom. 

The. haunts of men indignant flee, 
Hold to my heart a listless gloom. 

And joy but in the Muse and,thee. 

8MYTHE. 
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TO AN INDIAN GOLD COIN. 

Slave of the dark and dirty mme. 

What vanity hath brought thee here ? 
How can I love to see thee shine 

So bright whom I have bought so dear? 

The tent rope's flapping lone I hear. 
For twilight converse, arm in arm ; 

The jackal's shriek bursts on mine ear. 
When mirth and music wont to charm. 

By Chericul's dark wandering streams, 
Where cane-tufts shadow all the wild, 

Sweet visions haunt my waking dreams, 
Of Teviot loved while still a child. 
Of castled rocks stupendous piled. 

By Esk or Eden's classic wave, 

Where loves of youth and friendship smiled, 

Uncursed by thee, vile yellow slave ! 

Fade, daydreams sweet, from memory fade i 

The perish'd bliss of youth's first prime, . 
That once so bright on fancy play'd, . 

Revives no more in aftertime. 

Far from my sacred natal clime, 
I haste to an untimely grave ; 

The daring thoughts that soar*d sublime 
Are sunk in Ocean's southern wave. 

Slave of the mine! thy yellow light 
Gleams baleful as the tomb^fire drear>-^ 

A gentle vision comes by night 
My lonely widow'd heart to cheer : 
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Her eyes are dim with many a tear, 
That once were guiding stars to mine; 

Her fond heart throbs with many a fear ! — 
I cannot bear to see thee shine. 

For thee, for thee, vile yellow slave, 

I left a heart that loved me true ! 
I crossed the tedious ocean wave, 

To roam in lands unkind and new. 

The cold wind of the stranger blew 
Chill on my wither'd heart — the grave 

Dark and untimely met my view ; 
And all for thee, vile yellow slave4 

Ha ! comest thou now so late to mock 
A wanderer's banish'd heart forlorn. 
Now that his frame the lightning shock 
Of sun rays tipp'd with death has borne. 
From love, from friendship, country torn. 

To Memory's fond regrets the prey ? — 
Vile slave, thy yellow dross I scorn ; 

Go, nux thee with thy kindred clay ! 

LEYDEN. 



ODE. 

Begone, pursuits so vain and light; 
Knowledge, fruitless of delight; 
Lean Study, sire of sallow Doubt, 
I put thy musing taper out: 
Fantastic all, a long adieu ; 
For what has love to do with you? 
For, lo, I go where Beauty fires, 
To satisfy my soul's desires ; 

VOL. m. T 
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For, lo, I seek the sacred wallf 
Where Love and gentle Beauty calls c 
For me she has adom'd the room, 
For me has shed a rich perfume : 
Has she not prepared the tea? 

The kettle boils- she waits for me. 

I come not single, but along 
Yoathful sports a jolly throng ! 
Thoughtless joke, and infant wiles ; 
Harmless ¥rit, and virg^ smiles ; 
Tender words, and kind intent; 
Languish fond, and blandishment; 
. Yielding courtesy, whisper low ; 
Silken blush, with cheeks that glow ; 
Chaste desires and wishes meet; 
Thin-clad Hope, a footman fleet ; 
Modesty, that turns aside. 
And backward strives her form to hide ; 
Healthful Mirth, still gay and young^ 
And Meekness with a maiden's tongue ; 
Satire, by good humour dress'd 
Li a many-colour'd vest: 
And enter leaning at the door, 
Who send'st thy flaunting page before. 
The roguish boy of kind delight. 
Attendant on the lover's night ; 
Fair his ivory sihuttle flies 
Through the bright threads of mingling dyes, 
As swift his rosy fingers move 
To knit the silken cords of love ; 
And stop— who softly stealing goes ? 
Occasion high on her tiptoes, 
Whom Youth with watchful look espies, 
To seize the forelock «re she flies, 
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Ere he her bald pate shall survey, 
And well plied heels to run away; 

But, anxious Care, be far from hence ; 
Vain Surmise, and altered sense ; 
Mishapen Doubts, the woes they bring ; 
And Jealousy, of fiercest sting ; 
Despair, that solitary stands. 
And wrings a halter in his hands ; 
Flattery false and hollow found. 
And Dread, with eye still looking round ; 
Avarice, bending under pelf : 
Conceit, still gazing on herself: 
O Love ! exclude high^rested Pride, 
Nymph of Amazonian stride : 
Nor in these walls, like waiting maid, 
Be Curiosity surveyed. 
That to the keyhole lays her ear, 
Listening at the door to hear ; 
Nor father Time, unless he's found 
In triumph led by Beauty bound. 
Forced to yield to Vigour's stroke, 
His blunted sc3rthe and hourglass broke. 

But come, all ye who know to please; v 
Inviting glance, and downy ease ; 
The heart-bom joy, the gentle oare ; 
Soft-breathed wish, and power of prayer;. 
The simple vow, that means no iU j 
Believing Quiet, sutoiissive Will ; 
Constancy of meekest mind, 
That suffers long, and still is kind ; 
All ye who put our woes to flight ; 
All yd who minister delight ; 
Nodfl, and wreaths, and heakSy and tips; 
Meaning wfBk», and roguish trips ; 
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Fond deceits, and kind raiprises ; 
Sodden sinks, and sadden rises ; 
Laughs, and toys, and gamesome fights ; 
Jolly dance, and girds, and flights : 
Then, to maJte me wholly bless'd, 
Let me be there a welcome guest. 

HABIILTOBr. 



TO HEALTH. 

WRTTfEN AT BUXTON. 



O ROSY health, heart-easy maid. 
In garments light thy limbs array'd, 
In smiles thy jocund features dress'd. 
Of Heaven's best blessings thou the best; 
Bright goddess, ever fair and young. 
To thee my votive lays belong ! 
For tiiou hast fiU'd each languid vein 
With vigour, life, and strength again. 
When pale, enervate, wan, and weak;, 
Despair and sickness seized my cheek. 

O, could my voice such numbers raise. 
Thee and thy healing founts to praise, 
As might with themes so high agree. 
Praise worthy them and worthy thee ! 
O nymph, admit me of thy train. 
With thee to range the breezy plain ; 
And fresh and strong my limbs t6 lave 
Beneath thy nerve-restoring wave. 
With thee to rouse the slumbering mom 
With opening hound and cheering horn. 
With shotits tiiat shake each wood and hill. 
While mocking Echo takes her fill. 
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O lover of the daisied lawn! 
Tia thine, at earliest peep of dawn. 
The ranging forester to greet; 
Or the blithe lass, whose tripping feet, 
AH as she sings beneath the pail, 
Imprint long traces o'er the vale. 
Nor seekest thou the proud resorts 
Of cities and licentious courts, 
A?liere Sloth and Gluttony abide. 
With bloated Surfeit by their side ; 
But humbly scomest not to dwell 
With Temperance in the rural cell ; 
To watch the sheepboy at his stand. 
Or ploughman on the furrow'd land. 
These climates cold, these barren plains, 
Where rude uncultured Nature reigns, 
Better thy hardy manners please 
Than bowers of Luxury and Ease. 
And oft you trip these hiUs among 
With Exercise, a sportsman young, 
Who, starting at the call of day. 
Cuffs drowsy Indolence away. 
And climbs vnth many a sturdy stride 
The mossy mountain's quivering side ; 
Nor fleeting mist nor sullen storm 
Nor blast nor whirlwind can deform 
The careless scene when thou art there 
With Cheerfulness, thy daughter fair. 
From thee, bright Health, all blessings spring! 
Hither thy blooming children bring, — 
Idght-hearted Mirth and Sport and Joy 
And young-eyed Love, thy darling boy. 
Tib thou hast pour'd o'er Beauty's face 
Its artless bloomy its native grace; 
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Thou on my Laura's cheek hast spread 
The peach's blush, tiie rose's red ; 
With quickening life thy touch supplies 
The polish'd lustre of her eyes : 
O, ever make thy dwelling there, 
And guard from harm my favourite fair ! 
O, let no blighting grief come nigh ; 
And chase away each hurtful sigh, 
Disease, with sickly yellow spread. 
And Pain that holds the drooping head ! 
There, as her beauties you defend. 
Oft may her eye in kindness bend 
(So doubly bounteous wilt thou prove) 
On me who live but in her love. 

MUNDAY. 



ODE. 



Come here, fond youth, whoe'er thou be, . 

That boasts to love as well as me ; 
And if thy breast have felt so wide a wound^ 

Come hither and thy flame approve ; 

111 teach thee what it is to love, 
And by what marks true passion may be found. 

It is to be all bathed in tears ; 

To live upon a smile for years ; 
To lie whole ages at a beauty's feet; 

To kneel, to languish, and implore; 

And stUl, though she disdain, adore : 
It is to do all this, and think thy sufferings sweet. 

It is to gaze upon her eyes 
With eager joy and fond surprise ; 
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Yet tempered witii «iich chaste and awful fear 
As wretches feel who wait tiieir doom ; 
Nor must one ruder thought presume, 

Though but in whispers breathed, to meet her ear. 

It is to hope, though hope were lost ; 

Though heaven and earth thy passion crossed, 
Though she were bright as sainted queens above, 

And thou the least and meanest swain 

That folds his flocks upon the plain, 
Yet if thou darest not hope thou dost not love. 

It is to quench thy joy in tears ; 

To nurse strange doubts and causeless fears : 
If pangs of jealousy thou hast not proved. 

Though she were fonder and more true 

Than any nymph old poets drew. 
Oh, never dream again that thou hast loved. 

If, when the darling maid is gone, 

Thou dost not seek to be alone, 
Wrapp'd in a pleasing trance of tender woe, 

And muse android thy languid arms, 

Feeding thy fancy on her charms. 
Thou dost not love, for love is nourished so. 

If any hopes thy bosom share 

But those which love has planted there. 
Or any cares but his thy breast enthrall, 

Thou never yet his power hast known ; 

Love sits on a despotic throne. 
And reigns a tyrant, if he reigns at all. 

Now if thou art so lost a thing. 
Here all thy tender sorrows bring. 
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And prove whose patience longest can endure; 
We'll strive whose fimcy shall be lost 
In dreams of fondest passion most ; 

For if thou thus hast loved, oh, never hope a due ! 

BfRS. BARBAULD. 



TO FANCY. 



Oh Then ! whose empire unconfined 
Rules all the busy realms of Mind ! 

The slow-eyed Cares thy mild dominion 
Confess ; if thou thy rod extend. 
No more the sharp-fang'd Sorrows rend, 

But, hovering round on frolic pinion, 
The laughing train of Joys descend. 

To soothe the woes of absent love. 
Come, Fancy ! now, what time above 

The full orb'd moon, that rose all glowing. 
Begins her lifted lamp to pale ; 
What time to charm the listening vale, 

In liquid warbles fondly flowing, 
Laments the* enamour'd nightingale. 

In softly pleasing light the queen 
Of heaven arrays the blue serene. 

Yet lovelier beams the gentle glory 
In Anna's azure eyes displayed : 
Sweet is the poet of the shade ; 

Yet sweeter than his warbled story 
Each sound from Anna's lips convey'd. 

Nor haply shall I ever find 
That tongue to me alone unkind, 
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On every grief but mine so ready 
To bid the balm of comfort flow ; 
Nor shall that eye, which every woe 

But mine can melt, thus ever steady 
To me alone no pity show. 

Like mine her bosom now may feel 
The tender melancholy steal, 

Though maiden modesty dissemble ; 
And now while Memory brings again 
The Mnse which first reveal'd my pain, 

The' involuntary tear may tremble. 
And own the triumph of the strain : 

So whispers Hope : by Fancy led 

She comes ; with rosy wreaths her head, 

With rosy wreaths her sacred anchor 
Love intertwines — ^in vain employ ! 
For lo ! behind the' exulting boy. 

With stifled smiles of patient rancour, 
Creeps Mockery, watchful to destroy. 

Ah ! still, though whisper'd to deceive. 
Let me thy flatteries, Hope, believe. 

Content from grief one hour to borrow ! 
Ah, still, if o'er my distant way. 
As through the path of life I stray, 

Hang gathering clouds of future sorrow, 
O Fancy ! gild them with thy ray ! 

F. ULURENCIS. 



VOL. in. u 



146 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. P. Y. 



TO A YOUNG LADY. 

Why thus decline my troubled eyes, 
If hither their mild lustre bending 

Those azure orbs to meet me rise ? 

Why thus, with thee conversing, dies 
My voice, in broken murmurs ending ? 

Yet, dawning from my looks distressed, 

Yet wooing in the coy expression 
Of faltering sounds, that half suppressed 
In sighs ill stifled breathe the rest, 

Read — ah too dear! the fond confession. 

In vain ! what these soft tumults. show,- 
From thee, yet new to love, is hidden; 

Untaught thy wishes yet to know. 

If sighs ascend, if blushes glow. 

What means the sigh, the blush unbidden. 

But hope not ever thus secure 

To dart thy wildly wandering glances : 
What others now for thee endure 
Thou soon shalt feel in bloom mature ; 

On hasty vmg thy youth advances. 

O skill'd in every graceful art 
That adds a polish'd charm to beauty ; 

Be mine those pleasing cares to' impart 

Which best refine the gentle heart, 
Be mine to teach the tender duty. 

F. LAURENCE. 
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TO THE ZEPHYRS. 

Ye ! before whose genial breath 
Hovering Death, 

Girt with troops of wan diseases, 
Quits the' usurped domain of air ; 
Where, oh ! where 

Linger ye, propitious breezes ? 

Hither, where my languid maid 
Woos your aid, 

Come with balmy spirit blowing ; 
Gentle harbingers of Spring, 
Hither bring 

Health in rosy beauty glowing. 

Bright-eyed Joy to Youth allied 
At her side ; 

While with giddy gesture after 
Trip K*y Sports of wilder glance, 
Tiptoe Dance, 

Dimpled Smiles, and sleek-brow'd Laughter. 

Joy-bom Mirth shall lead the train; 
Soon again 

Her each sprightlier Love shall follow. 
All who from the front defy. 
All who lie 

In the dimple's treacherous hollow. 

So your praise my song shall tell ; 
So my shell 
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Pour to you the liquid measures ; 
Soft as when your downy wings 
Fan the strings, 

Murmuring sweetly pensive pleasures. 

Ah ! no such reward ye seek ; 
O'er that cheek 

Blushing if it meet my gazes. 
O'er that bosom's living snow 
Free to go, 

Little you regard m^ praises. 

Yet, if to my sober ear 
Ever dear 

Sound your voices sadly sighing. 
Where from lonely shades my grief 
Courts relief, 

To your airy woe replying ; 

Mindful now, in amorous play 
Boldly gay 

As around her charms ye hover, 
Oh ! in whispered sighs reveal 
What I feel, 

What to you alone discover. 

F. LAURENCE. 



ODE. 



O WAVING woods ! O hills ! 

springs, and warbling rills ! 

O far spread wilds, and sun-excluding bowers ! 
Where, stung with anguish deep, 

1 wander*d oft to weep. 

And waste unseen the slowly lapsing hoora J 
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Once more from eities proud. 

Tired of their moiling crowd, 
Soon shall I come my former paths to tread $ 

But not, as erst, shall I 

Amid your beauties sigh, 
To all but pain and hopeless sorrow dead. 

Fair to my gladden'd eyes 

Will every object rise. 
As through your well known haunts I rove along ; 

For I shsdl not deplore. 

Nor teach your echoes more 
Of fruitless love the melancholy song. 

Sad were indeed those days 

When, flying man's rude gaze, 
A host of woes my sicken'd soul alarm'd ; 

Then not the woodland strains 

Nor verdure-vested plains 
Nor gales odorous nor bright landscapes charmM. 

Then, misery's chosen child, 

I sought your loneliest wild, 
Where stole the brtook, scarce heard its murmurs 

And, stretch'd on dewy earth, [faint; 

I cursed my hour of birth, 
And pour'd to winds my unavailing plaint. 

Sad were those days indeed ! 

But soon my pastoral reed. 
To songs of joy awaked, ye glad shall hear : 

For now the clouds are pass'd 

That long my life o'ercast ; 
The fof^U} are flod of anguish and of fear. 
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Yes, here your gloomy reign 

Ends, O long-cherish'd train 
Of moody thoughts and soul-depressing cares ; 

For me lanthe wreaths 

A myrtle crown, and breathes [prayers. 

Soft rapturous sighs, fond vows, and tendeiest 

She, she, divinest maid, 

Blooms, in such charms array'd 
As opening roses on their sunny beds ! 

Her accents might beguile 

Despair ; her look, her smile 
On all around delicious influence sheds. 

But not her smiles alone, 

Her Toice of melting tone. 
Nor bloom, nor grace my willing heart control; 

For in her form enshrined 

Resides the radiant mind 
That crowns, illumes, and animates the whole. 

By her beloved, new bom 

Am I to bliss ; the mom 
More sweet appears, more blue the' expanse above ; 

More mild the passing gale. 

More verdant seems the vale. 
And all is gladness, harmony, and love. 

Now, to my unfilmM sight, 

O sun ! thy golden light. 
From which I wont disgusted to retire, 

Once more I feel is dear. 

Once more my breast can cheer. 
And ardtai hopes and thoughts sublime inspire. 
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Dian, more fair meseems 

Thou art than when thy beams 
Saw me retreat in solitude to pine ; 

And ye^ aye burning stars, 

That guide your emerald cars 
Mid boundless space, with nobler lustre idiine. 

Now, joyous as I roye, 

Each cool and whispering grove, 
Not less to bliss than to ' pale passion' dear. 

Shall bid its feather'd throng 

Awake a sprightlier song, 
And pour delight upon my tranced ear. 

■ 

Nor thou, my lyre, that oft. 

In numbers sweetly soft, 
Hast plain'd the story of thy master's woes. 

Now, while his heart beats high 

With ecstasy, shalt lie 
Unstrung, and sunk in indolent repose. 

Now, from thy Tocal wires, 

While loye, while beauty fires, 
And rosy-pinion'd pleasure hovers round. 

No strains of mournful fall 

My rapid hand shall call, 
But bid thy boldest harmonies resound. 

Yes, glowing be the song ! 

Such raptures -^ell belong 
To him who sings the bless'd lanthe's praise : 

And lo ! more mildly bright 

Than Helper's beamy light 
She coines, the queen, the glory of my lays. 
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She comes ! ye zephyrs bland. 

Your purple plumes expand ; 
Ye blooming flowers, your balmy breath diffase ; 

Ye birds, with wairbled air, 

Salute the peerless &ir. 
Sacred to loye, to beauty, and the muse. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



TO SLEEP. 



Though oft in hours of grief and pain, 
Thy gentle slumbers, strength-restoring, 

Have I, alas ! invoked in vain ; 
Yet, once again thy aid imploring, 

I pour to thee, O Sleep, the strain. 

Think not I ask thee to beMend 

Awhile this breast in anguish sighing : 

To me no succour thou canst lend ; 
My woes, such feeble force defying, 

A mightier power than thine must end. 

But fly to Lesbia's couch, and there 
Thy downy pinions lightly spreading. 

Let no rude sound disturb the fair. 
But, all thy balmy influence shedding. 

Drive far away each anxious care. 

And O thy visions, heavenly bright ! 

The soul fr<Hn earthly thoughts. relieving, 
Around her spread, propitious sprite! 

Sweetly her charmed sense deceiving. 
Till rosy Mom command thy flight. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 
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ODE. 

Let the sons of Lucre pine 
For glittering heaps of golden ore, 
To siff ell the' accumtdated store, 
Con^mn the terrors of the mine ; 
Explore tiie cayems dark and drear, 
Mantled around with deadly dew ; 
Where congregated yapours blue, 
Piped by the taper glimmering near, 
Bid dire explosion the deep realms inyade, 
nd earth-bom lightnings gleam athwart the' in- 
fernal shade. 

Pride, on thy yesture's purple fold, 
Let the dcy-tinctured sapphire blaze, 
The emerald shed its milder rays. 
And rubies blush in circling gold : 
Low at thy nod let suppliants bow. 
And crested chiefs precedence yield ; 
Thy hand the rod of empire wield. 
And wreaths of triumph grace thy brow. 
A nobler aim let my ambition own, 
e Loye my empire, Lesbia's heart my throne ! 

Where into rage the wintry blast 
Awakes old Ocean's slumbering waye. 
Let Commerce urge her busy slaye. 
And eleyate his trembling mast 
Aboye the billowy precipice, 
To meet the forked lightning's flash ; 
Then down the' adyenturous yessel dash. 
Foundering within the black abyss : 

Qr let his freight secure the surges sweep, 
nd of their prey defraud the monsters of the deep ; 

VOL. m. X 
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My bark the tide of young dttire^ 
O Venus, to thy happy realm 
Shall waft, fair Hope direct the helm, 
Lo?e*s sighs the swelling sails inspire { 
To thee, bright offspring of the wuve, 
111 many an amorous yow prefer : 
From storms of hate thy mariner 
And blast of chill indifference saye! 
So to thy power I'll frame the Totiye lay, 
And, moor'd in Lesbia's arms, confess thy soye- 
reign sway. 

Amid ensanguined fields of war, 
Valour, be thy rotary found ; . 
Where crimson banners wave around, 
The martial clarion, echoing fiEur; 
In Tain gigantic Terror calls 
His spectre shapes, a ghastly band : 
Nor Discord, hurling high his brand, 
Nor Danger's horrid front appals ; • 
Nor Death his fierce unconquer'd soul can tune, 
Or from his grasp withhold the glorious meed of 
Fame. 

But let me wander far away 
From the loud drum and neighing steed, 
Through many a pansie-painted mead, 
Where Isis' bright-hair'd Naiads stray; 
High o*er my head a pendent bower 
Let the broad elm and branching pine 
With intermingling umbrage twine ; 
There Loye*s impassioned song 111 pour, 
And summon eyery waye that dances near. 
Bridling his wanton speed my Lesbia*s praise 
hear. 
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Whei^ the pale lamp's waning eye 
At eye, from out the cloistered nook. 
Casts o'er the gloom a lingering look, 
There let the sage his labours ply ; 
And many a feat of champion bold, 
And many a legendary rhyme ' 
Snatch from the sepulchre of Time, 
And frequent, as the night grows old. 
At fear-engender'd forms recoil aghast, 
nd hear unhallow'd ghosts wail in each hollow 
blast. 

But o'er my haunts with influence bland 
Let evening fling her welcome shade : 
Then mid the dance, O beauteous maid ! 
Let me thine unreluctant hand 
Enraptured seize : or let the lyre. 
Obedient to thy soft control. 
Bind in harmonious chains my soul. 
And ecstasy and bliss inspire ; 
While to the charmed ear in heayenly strains, 
inamour^d of thy touch, each trembling chord 
complains. 

Then, fairest, let my bosom feel 
Thy smile's exhilarating power, 
Gratefid as, mid noon's sultry hour. 
The grot where trickling dews congeal : 
And, in the rich grape's purple tide 
When Joy and genial Pleasure swim. 
Bo thou but kiss its crystal brim. 
And to the bard the goblet guide ; 
So shall my song exalt thy praise above 
lebe, who bids O'erflow the nectar'd cup of Jove. 

RET. G. HODDISFORiy. 



I 
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AMATORY ODE. 

Now hath the Sun his eyaneacent fires 

Quench'd in the billows of the western main ; 

Cease their soft carols all the featber'd choirs. 
And gloomy solitude usurps the plain. 

Rise, ye deep shades, ye waves in darkness roll, 
Ye feather'd choirs, to silence yield the grove, 

For Lesbia sleeps : nor cheers my pensive soul* 
The glance of rapture nor the voice of love. 

Ye winds, whose havoc-spreading pinions ply 
Their fUrious speed, and with dire yell invade 

This nether world, whose wastefiil tyranny 
Pale Dryads mourn in many a ruin'd shade ; 

Wake not my love : — Let not your thundering cry 
With dread alarm the haunt of peace infest; 

Here breathe in soft ^olian melody 

Each cadence sweet that charms tiie soul to.rest. 

Ye spectres (whom belated pilgrims fear. 

Issuing in throngs from chamel, vault, or toinb. 

What time deep shadowing clouds thy radiant 
sphere, 
Cynthia, involve in nighfs meridian gloom). 

Hence to deserted fane or mouldering hall. 
Or the gaunt felon's ruthless course control ; 

With monitory shriek the wretch appal, 
And to compunction wake his torpid soul. 

But walk not near the couch were Lesbia lies 
Lik^ some rich pearl in its enamel'd shell, 

Or sainted relic, from profaner eyes 
Secluded iiii the dim shrine's silver cell. 
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Wanton, ye fairies, round her tranquil bower. 
With blissfiil elves fantastic measures tread ; 

O'er her soft eyelids dews of opiate pour, 

CuU'd from choice blooms, in showers of fra< 
grance shed : 

Let your bright tapers' visionary ray 

The raven-tinctured robe of Night illume ; 

And, streaming o'er your spangled crests, display 
The wave-enamour'd halcyon's emerald plume. 

And bid your minstrel fays, a shadowy choir. 
That charm the planets from their spheres sub- 
lime. 

Celestial ^ongs, that love and joy inspire. 

Chant to their golden harps' harmonious chime. 

And when mom's purple streaks the' horizon stain, 
And fairies fly the peal of Chanticleer, 

Let Fancy still your glittering hues retain. 
Still let your wild notes tremble on her ear. 

Then, Lesbia, wake thy beauties, fresher far 
Than Galatea boasted when she laved 

In the smooth deep her coral-axled car. 

And the stem heart of Neptune's son enslaved. 

Wake at his call, to soothe whose soul in vain 
Mom sheds her radiant beam, her odorous airs. 

Save when, attentive to his artless strain. 
That radiant beam, those odours Lesbia shares. 

He asks po laureate wreath to deck his brows. 
No golden meed his bounded vrishes claim, 

Bless'd if the object of his tenderest vows 
Smile on his lay — ^for Lesbia's smile is fame. 

REV. G. HUDDISFORD. 
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TO 

THE NAIAD OF GLYMPTON BROOK. 

NAiADy unseen of mortal eyes, 

Whose light steps haunt this current lone, 
Where gentle Zephyr's balmy sighs, 

With thy wild wave in unison, 
Blend their aerial melodies ; 

tiet me to thy deserted shades 

Reyeal the never dying flame 
That all my pensive soul pervades, 

And teach thine echoes Lesbia's name 
Ere the soft light of evening fades ! ' 

Unheard, unnoticed, let me rove 
Thy trembling osier wreaths among, 

And woo the Muse where none reprove 
Affection's unambitious song, 

Nor chide the plaint of hopeless love. 

There, when the Day's dim eyelids close. 
Hide me within some shadowy cave ; 

And, ministering to calm repose. 
Oh, softly bid thy babbling wave 

Kiss tiie dank sedge that round it gtowsl 

No angler's cruel arts are mine. 

Ye timid tenants of the brook ! 
Wrought by my hand no viewless line, 

Disguised by me no treacherous hook 
Bids yon your little lives resign. 
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Nor this pellucid rill refrain ^ 

To sip, ye minstrels of the air ! 
Your downy plumage to distain 

With blood, no fatal tube I bear. 
Nor pay with death your artless strain* 

That breast no savage sports, can share 
Where glow Affection's generous fires ^ 

Soft Pity finds her mansion there, 
All whom the breath of life inspires 

By her own sorrow taught to spare. 

Mine, gentle Naiad, be the dell 

Whose clear stream laves thy crystal grot: 
Near its green margin let me dwell. 

By all but one dear maid forgot^ 
And bid a world of cares farewell. 

Oft let me view thy trembling tide, 
Checquer'd with Cynthia's silver light ; 

What time, in Fancy's train descried, 
Before my fascinated sight. 

Past Joy's Illusive phantoms glide. 

Hopeless of happier hourk to come. 
No more array'd in flattering hues. 

For me the buds of Pleasure bloom : 
Yet deigns, at Fancy's, call; the Muse 

To gild A£9iction's deepening gloom. 

With Lesbia's praise the strain shall glow ; 
, Oh, may she taste each bliss supreme 
That Hope can paint or Iiove bestow ; 

And calm as Glym's sequestered stream 
May herlifiB's gentle current flowl 
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Wind, lovely brook, thy nmniiiiTiBg wty. 
Still with my sorrows sympatfaice : 

So may thy banks fresh flowers inlay, 
Thy waves in rich redundanoe rise. 

Mild zephyrs on thy bosom play ! 

If zephyr should his breath deliy, 
My sighs shall fan thy flowery bed»; 

If parching rays thy channel dry, 
The tears desponding Passion sheds 

Shall its exhausted stream supply. 

REV. G^ HUDDISFORD. 



TO THE RIVER DERWENT, 

WRITTEN IJ^ A ROMANTIC VALLEY NEAR ITS SOURCE. 

Derwent, what scenes thy wandering waves be- 
hold, [stray, 

As bursting from thine hundred springs they 
And dovm these vales, in sounding torrents roll'd, 

Seek to the shining east their mazy way ! 

Here dusky alders, leaning from the cliff, 

Dip their long arms and wave their branches 
wide; 

There, as the loose rocks thwart my bounding skiff, 
White moonbeams tremble on the foaming tide. 

Pass on, ye waves, where, dress'd in lavish pride. 
Mid roseate bowers, the gorgeous Chatsworth 
beams. 

Spreads her smooth lawns along jour willowy aide. 
And eyes her gilded turrets in your streams. . 
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Pass on, ye waves, where Nature's rudest child, 
Frowning incumbent o'er the darkened floods. 

Rock rear'd on rock, mountain on mountain piled. 
Old Matlock sits and shakes his crest of woods. 

But when fair Derby's stately towers you view, ' 
When his bright meads your sparkling currents 
drink, 

O ! should Eliza press the morning dew, 

And bend her graceful footsteps to your brink, 

Uncurl your eddies, all your gales confine, 
And, as your scaly nations gaze around. 

Bid your gay nymphs portray, with pencil fine. 
Her radiant form upon your silver groiyid. 

With playful malice from her kindling cheek 
Steal the warm blush, and tinge your passing 
stream; 

Mock the sweet transient dimples as she speaks. 
And as she turns her eye reflect the beam ! 

And tell her, Derwent, as you murmur by, 
How in these wilds with hopeless love 1 bum, 

Teach your lone vales and echoing caves to sigh, 
And mix my briny sorrows with your urn. 

DARWIN. 



TO THE VENUS URANU. 

To heights where Fancy ne'er aspired,' 
In what blest regicm of the sky. 

Eludes thf Queen of Love, retired,. 
Tarn sophist's art, the poet's eye? 
YA.ni. Y 
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Not she for whom Cythera's bowers, 

Or Apach's violated steep, 
Or^roud Assyria's guilty towers 

licentious revels wont to keep. 

Thee rather, modest nymph ! I greet^ 
The sage Athenian's chaster theme,. 

While echoed to his accents sweet 
The oliyed roofis of Academe. 

Still, goddess, thy permitted view 
Charms more tiian mortal can reveal, 

Instruct each sense to nature true, ' 
The eye to judge, the heart to feel. 

Within us dwell those forms divine 
Which thy sole image can impart; 

We rear to thee no marble shrine 
Whose living temple is — the heart ! 

RET. T. PERCY. 



LOVE AND AGE. 



The night was dark; the wind blew cold; 

Anacreon, grown morose and old. 
Sat by his fire, and fed the cheerful flame : 

Sudden the cottage door expands. 

And, lo ! before him Cupid stands, [his name 
Casts round a friendly glance, and greets him by 

< What ! is it thou?' the startle4 sire 
In sullen tone exclaimed, while ire 

With crimson flush'd his pale and wrinkled cheek : 

< Wouldst thou again with amorous rage 
Inflame my bosom? Steeled by age,, {too weak. 

Vain boy^ to pierce my breast thine arrows are 
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' What seek you in this desert drear ? 

No smiles or sports inhabit here ; 
Ne'er did these valleys witness dalliance sweet: 

Eternal winter binds the plains ; - 

Age in my house despotic reigns; [beat. 

My garden boasts no flower, my bosom boasts no 

^ Begone, and seek the blooming bower, 

Where some ripe virgin courts thy power, 
Or bid provoking dreams flit round her bed ; 

On Damon's amorous breast repose. 

Wanton on Chloe's lip of rose. 
Or make her blushing cheek a pillow for thy head. 

' Be such thy haunts ! These regions cold 
Avoid! Nor think, grown wise and old, 

This hoary head again thy yoke shall bear : 
Remembering that my fairest years 
By thee were mark'd with sighs and tears, 

I think thy friendship false, and shun the guile- 
ful snare. 

^ I have not yet forgot the pains 

I felt, while bound in Julia's chains : 
The ardent flames with which my bosom bum'd ; 

The nights I passed deprived of rest; 

The jealous pangs which rack'd my breast ; 
My disappointed hopes and passion unretum'd. 

^ Then fly, and curse mine eyes no more ! 

Fly from my peaceful cottage door! 
No day, no hour, no moment shalt thou stay. 

I know thy fidsehood, scorn thy art8> 

]>i8tnist thy smiles, and fear thy darts: 
Traitor^ begone, and seek some <Hher tabetrHy !' — 
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*• Does age, old man, your wits oonfbiwdf 

Replied the offended god, and frowned ; 
(His frown was sweet as is the yirgin's smile !) 

' Do you to me these words address? 

To me, who do not love you less, 
Though you my friendship scorn, and pleasures 
past revile ! 

' If one proud fair you chanced to find, 
A hundred other nymphs were kind. 

Whose smiles might well for Julia's frowns atone : 
But such is man ! his partial hand 
Unnumbered favours writes on sand. 

But stamps one little fault on solid lasting stone. 

' Ingrate ! Who led you to the wave, 
At noon where Lesbia loved to lave? 

Who named the bower alone where Daphne lay? 
And who, when Celia shriek'd for aid, 
Bade you with kisses hush the maid ? [say ! 

What other was't than Love, oh ! false Anacreon, 

* Then you could call me — " Gentle boy ! 

My only bliss! my source of joy V* 
Then you could prize me dearer than your soul ! 

Could kiss, and dance me on your knees ; 

And swear, not wine itself would please. 
Had not the lip of Love first touched the flowmg 
bowl! 

*• Must those sweet days return no more ? 

Must I for aye your loss deplore, 
Banish'd your heart, and from your &vour driven ? 

Ah! no 4 my fears that smile denies ; 

That heaving breast, those spariding eyes 
Declare me ever dear, and all my faults forgiven. 
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' Again beloved, esteemed, caress'd, 

Cupid shall in thine arms be press'd, 
Sport on thy knees, or on thy bosom sleep : 

My torch thine age-struck heart shall warm ; 

My hknd pale winter's rage disarm, 
And Youth and Spring shall here once more their 
revels keep/ — 

A feather now of golden hue 

He smiling from his pinion drew : 
This to the poet*s hand the boy commits ; 

And straight before Anacreon's eyes 

The fairest dreams of fancy rise, 
And round his favoured head wild inspiration flits. 

His bosom glows with amorous fire ; 

Eager he grasps the magic lyre ; 
Swift o'er the tuneful chords his fingers move : 

The feather pluck'd from Cupid's vnng 

Sweeps the too long neglected string, [Love. 
While soft Anacreon sings the power and praise of 

Soon -as that name was heard, the woods 

Shook off their snows ; the melting floods 
Broke their cold chains, and winter fled away. 

Once more the earth was deck'd vnth flowers ; 

filild zephyrs breathed through blooming bowers; 
High tower'd the glorious sim^ and poured the 
blaze of day. 

Attracted by the' harmonious sound, 

Sylvans and fauns the cot surround. 
And curious crowd the minstrel to behold : 

The woodnymph^ haste the spell to prove ; 

Eager they run ; they list, they love, [is old. 
And, while they hear tiie strain, forget the man 
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Cupid, to nothing constant long, 
Perch'd on the harp attends the song. 

Or stifles with a kiss the dulcet notes : 
Now on the poefs breast reposes. 
Now twines his hoary locks with roses. 

Or boime on wings of gold in wanton circle floats. 

Then thus Anacreon — * I no more 
At other shrines my tows will pour, 

Since Cupid deigns my numbers to inspire : 
From Phoebus or the blue-eyed maid 
Now shall my yerse request no aid. 

For Loye alone shall be the patron of my lyre. 

^ In lofty strain, of earlier days, 

I spread the king^s or hero's praise, 
And struck the martial chords with epic fire : 

But farewell, hero ! farewell, king ! 

Your deeds my lips no more shall sing, 
For Loye alone shall be the subject of my lyre.' 

M. G. LEWISt 



LOVE AT SALE. 



Come buy my ware ! come buy ! come buy I 

Fond youths an^jcurious maids, draw nigh ; 
I haye this loyely wicked boy to sell. 

Go not, fair girls, his cage too near ! 

Though mild his looks, his arrows fear; 
Be still, the urchin's faults and merits while I tell. 

He in this little form unites 

The pangs of hell and heayen's delights ; 
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He reigns the lord of eyeiy morti^ heart : 
He wounds the peasant, wounds the king, 
And is the fairest, falsest thing 

That e'er excited joy, or bade a bosom smart. 

Light as the wind, wild as the waye, 

He's both a tyrant and a slave ; 
A fire that freezes and a frost thafs hot ; 

A bitter sweet, and luscious sour! — 

Wretched is he who knows his power, 
Yet far more wretched still is he who knows it not. 

His tongue is with persuasion tipp*d ; 

His darts, in poison'd honey dippVl, 
Speed to the bosom their unerring flight ; 

His lips are rich in flattering lies, 

And oft a fillet o'er his eyes [sight. 

He binds, and so conceals his faults from his own 

He has two cheeks of blushing red; v 
He has two wings which still are spread, 

When most his stay is wish'd, most swift to fly : 
He joys iti wanton tricks and wiles, 
And mark ! that when he sweetest smiles. 

Then is the rogue most sure those tricks and wiles 
to try. 

For wel( alas ! too well I know. 

He is the source of every woe. 
To faith a stranger, 'gainst contrition steel'd ; 

But yet when first the false one came. 

And kindled in my heart a flame. 
Who had believed deceit in such a form conceal'd ! 

* 

He begged so gently on my breast 
•Awhile his little head to rest! 



168 ELEGANT ■XTRACTS. P. V. 

He seem'd so good, so grateful, and so meek ! 
He said, * he long had sought around 
A resting place-— but none had found I'— 

And' then I saw a tear pearl down his rosy cheeks 

Who could, unmoved, his accents hear ? 

Who had not wiped away that tear? 
His tale of guile my ready ear believed ; 

He look'd so sweet, be spoke so fair, 

With ease the traitor gain'd his prayer. 
And in my heart of hearts with transport was 
received. 

But since I find his friends most true 

Have reason most his spite to rue, 
I'll take dear-bought Convlcti<m's sage advice, 

And drive him from my breast away : 

He shall no more my trust betray. 
But be the slave of him who bids the highest |Hice. 

Observe, whoe'er shall buy this boy. 

This offspring of Despair and Joy, 
May have besides (I've use for them no more) 

A lot of jealous doubts and fears. 

Of fainting Virtue's last pure tears. 
Of treacherous smiles, and oaths which perjured 
lovers swore : 

Of torches, their unsteady fires 

Kindled by sweet fifteen's desires ; ■ * 

Of hopes created by a guileful sigh ; 

Of worn out wings ; of broken darts. 

Whose points still rankle in the hearts 
Of fond forsaken maids! — Ck>me buy ! come fauj ! 
come buy ! 
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But see him now for pardon sue! 

See, how his eye of glossy blae 
With mingled hope and grief he lifts to me. 

Ah ! loyely boy, thy fears dismiss, 

Convinced by that forgiying kiss, 
That I can never part from Julia and from thee. 

M. G. LEWIS. 



TO MISS SABAH FOWLER. 

When first Aurora's gorgeous car 

Springs from nighfs dreary vault released, 
And beauty's consecrated star 

Retires behind the blushing east, 
Can Titan's orient beams dispense 
A more propitious iniuence 

To animate the' exulting earth 
Than sheds bright Fancy o'er the mind, 
When, from Care's grosser dregs refined, 

It gives the fruits of genius birth. 

Not in the solitary gloom. 

By the dim taper's sickly ray. 
Sunk in the rust of Greece and Rome 

Does Genius point the doubtful way. 
While in abstracted thought the sage 
Revolves the stem Socratic page ; 

Or by the tedious rules of art 
In melancholy search pursues. 
Yet finds the gay the bashful Muse 

Unseen and unattain'd depart. 

Where Poesy erects her seat. 

The myrtle's fragrant branches twine. 

Beneath the Pleasures* nimble feet 
Upstarts the new boni columbine. 
TOL. &. z 
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M ethinks I see the jocimd band 
Of Loves and Graces hand in hand 

Their artless symphony inspire ; 
The Muses catch the dulcet sound, 
They waft the sportive echoes round. 

And wake the sympathetic lyre. 

The rose's aromatic bloom 

Adorns their wild fantastic grove. 
And o'er the violet's perfume 

Angelic forms delighted rove ; 
Fair Sappho in Elysian bowers 
Beguiles the gently stealing hours, 

And soothes entranced Despair to rest; 
Her strains so feelingly express 
The force of elegant distress. 

Implanted in a female breast. 

Careless tripping o'er the green 

The sprightly Deshoulieres appears 
With winning air and brow serene, 

Unclouded by the frown of years ; 
Around the Nymph in graceful state 
A thousand smiling Cupids wait. 

And eaeh performs his destined part; 
Some give the cheeks a livelier glow. 
Some tune the lyre, some twang the bow. 

To pierce the most obdurate heart. 

The plaintive Rowe, whose warbling breath 

Dispersed the melancholy glopm 
Which at her dear Alexis' death 

O'erhung the sickening vales of Frome, 
To the soft Cyprian lute recites 
The fears, the hopes, the fond delights^ 
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The tender blandishments of love, 
Their mutual happiness completing, 
Where Innocence and Pleasure meeting 

Have fix'd them in the realms above. 

Beside them Cytherea stands 

In Virtue's snowy garb array'd, 
And reunites their social hands 

Severed by Death's remorseless blade : 
The Loves with elegiac verse 
Meanwhile adorn the sable hearse 

In which their mortal ashes lie, 
And in due chaplet Phoebus weaves 
The laurel's never fading leaves, 

The pledge of immortality. 

Yet not from these romantic shades, 

Whene'er I wake the Teian string. 
Will I invoke the* harmonious Maids 

To' unlock Castalia's vaunted spring : 
The palms of Genius thinly spread 
Where cypress glooms o'erarch the dead 

Let others glean : — My raptured ear 
Has caught the soul-enchanting strains 
That on Salopians happy plains 

The bright Sabrina joys to hear : 

She, blameless Nymph, whose piteous doom 

Poetic annalists relate, * 

Immersed in Severn's watery tomb 

By Guendoline's remorseless hate. 
O'er the smooth current still presides. 
And bids the spring flowers on its sides 

Diversify the broider'd green, 
Wheite to the spheres* aerial sound 
The light Fays trip theijr antic round, 

By meditatiQg shepherds seeiL 
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If worn Traditioii'fl speciona tales. 

In Fiction's gaudy mantle dreesM, 
Were wont to' celebrate her yales 

With Nature's bounteous treasures bleas'd^ 
Fame hiding more than half her blaze 
Reserved to crown these later days 

Her greatest her most envied pride, 
That while her banks iky numbers grace, 
The Goddess sees ihy fairer face 

Reflected in her glassy tide. 

Ask we on what terrestrial plain 

The Gracep condescend to dwell, 
When thou, tiie loveliest of their train, 

So aptly strikest the chorded shell? 
Whether from Bacchus' mighty race, 
Or the dread Thunderer's stolen embrace, 

Euphrosyne deriyed her birth. 
Regards not us : — Our dazzled sight, - 
Struck with ineffable delight. 

Has found her parallel on earth. 

WODBUIX. 



ON A SERMON AGAINST GLORY. 

1747. 

Come then, tell me, sage divine, 
Is it an offence to own 
That our bosoms e'er incline 
Toward immortal Glory's throne ? 
For with me nor pomp, nor pleasure, • 
Bourbon's might, Braganza's treasure. 
So can Fancy's dream rejoice, 
So conciliate Reason's choice. 
As one approving word of her impartial yoice« 
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If to spurn at noble praise 
Be the passport to thy heaven. 
Follow thou^ose gloomy ways, 
No such law to me was giren ; 
Nor, I trust, shall I deplore me 
Faring like my friends before me ; 
Nor a holier place desire 
Than Timoleon's arms acquire, 
And Tully's curule chair, and Milton's golden lyre. 

AKENSmB. 



THE MAN OF TASTE. 

Hence! phantom! weak and vain. 
Fashion ! of Indolence and Folly boml 

Nursed by Conceit and Scorn! 
And cradled in the wild distemper'd brain I 

Go ! Hoyden, as thou art 
A full grown baby I skittish ! prone to range ! 

Changed, evermore to change ! 
Find out some high tower's pinnacle ! and watch 

The shifting vane to catch, 
lliat veers with every blast to every part ! 

But come! thou sober Influence, 
Whom Genius bore of old to Sense ! 
Taste, thy name !-^Beneath a shade. 
By arched oaks embowering made. 
Sense his stand, deep musing, took ; 
With fixed foot, and steadfast look. 
Nature's handiworit surveying ; — 
Where fruit and flower the meads arraying, 
Lavish of hues that might outvie 
The many-tinged rainbow's dye, 
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Show'd heavenly penoilliqgl What thne 
Genius, the wood nymph, in her prime 
Of bloom and spirit, pass'd along ; 
Light of heart and frank of song ; 
Vagrant, on a sweet zephyr's wing, 
Plundering the magazines of spring ; 
Vermil tints and perfumed air 
Gathering here and scattering there ! 
Her the thought-wrapt being spied 
Glancing comely by his side ; 
And, with sudden passion fired. 
Followed still as she retired : 
Soon won with ardent vows her mind, . 
And in meet espousal join'd. 
In happiest hour the bride embraced ! — 
Hence the' auspicious birth of Taste ! 

Come ! decent nymph ! in ample vest 
Of seemly suited colours dress'd! — 
Come thou. Taste ! and bring with thee 
The maiden, meek Simplicity ! — 
Come! and give mine eye to stray. 
Where thou deignest to display 
Thy dasdal power, such grace to teach. 
As Nature loves, but cannot reach ! 

Let us oft our visit pay 
(In the pure matin prime of day. 
Ere the high sun hath drunk the dews) 
To where the poet courts the Muse ! 
Him, I mean, who bows the knee, 
In homage still submits to thee ! 
Whom thy steady rule hath taught 
To form tiie plan and point the thought ; 
To passion all its voice to give. 
And bid the wanu description live ! 
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Him who ne'er in evil hour. 
Mistaking strong desire for power. 
Couples ideas vague and rude, 
Match'd without similitude ! 
Where, wedged in heterogeneous rank, 
Tall metaphors each other flank ; 
And seem in such confusion set 
As if they wonder'd how they met : 
Or under a huge pile of phrase, 
Which idly grouped figures raise 
With blank and alien epithets. 
The dull drudge. Affectation, s^^ts ! 

Nor let my foot the spot forbear. 
Where Judgment takes the critic chair ; 
Conmianding at her side to stand. 
Candour and Spirit, hand in hand ; 
Bidding mine eye some canvass trace. 
Where the bold outline's soften'd grace. 
Expression rich, and chaste design 
With delicate neglect combine ; 
Till rapt attention, fairly caught, 
FiU me with all the painter's thought! 

Haply, some rising dome shall claim 
My glad observance ; where the dame 
Propriety, throughout presiding. 
Plan, measure, execution guiding. 
Blends neat convenience vrith expense^ 
Proportion with magnificence : 
While Attic elegance and ease 
Help Roman grandeur more to please ; 
And Roman grandeur doth advance 
The Attic ease and elegance I 
My soul, meanwhile, vrith rapture ranging 
O'er parts in aptest order changing. 
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Sees every art of every coast 
Become my country's gradual boast. 

Or if domestic objects wake 
Mine inclination, let me take 
Beside the family hearth my stand, 
Where Goodnature, blithe and bland, 
Calls, with more than magic force, 
Every Grace and Joy of course ; 
Speeding the buxom hours alcmg 
With converse sweet, firee Jest, prompt song; 
Teaching each excellence to find 
The inmost bos<^m, where inKhrined 
Sits* chaste Decorum, holding still 
In bands of silk the truant will ; 
While Mirth and Virtue walk at ease. 
Prone to be pleased, and glad to please. 

Sometimes wandering, let me meet. 
Seldom found, the blissful seat. 
Where Discretion, mildly sage. 
Watches o'er the rising age ; 
Warning still the parent's care 
To snatch from Folly's gripe his heir ; 
Lessoning the virgin ears of youth 
In that most glorious science — ^Trutb-— 
Truth of thought, — due praise to give ! 
Truth of heart, — ^to act and live! 
Or training for the public scene 
The social consciousness serene ; 
Which founds (unduped by popular names) 
On general duties private claims, 
And general claims, where'er they rise, 
By private duty's standard tries; 
Convinced that, in dominion's scale 
Whatever civil plans prevail, . 
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The Almighty word, which fonn'd this ball, 
Made man for man, and all foi; all. 

Taste! — ^if with me thou deign to dwell, 
Let signs like these thy influence tell; 
Mode, whim, expense, and awkward pain 
Usurp thy semblance all in Tain ; 
Invention with projportion join'd, 
Ardour corrected, strength refined 
Announce (in spite of proud pretence) 
The child of Glenius and of Sense ! 

BISHOP. 



TO STUPIDITY. 

O Thou ! to whom these linea belong, 
Inspirer of the languid song. 
In apathy my senses steep. 
Or lull them in the arms of sleep; 
Deaden each active power of soul ; 
Reflection's deep felt pangs control ; 
Quench Fancy's beam — Enough to know 
Our present state, or joy or woe. 
For ills to come as yet are not ; 
Those past are notldng if forgot. 
This state, by Dulness realized. 
Is to be envied, not despised. 

If ills the thinking mind annoy. 
Stupidity is surely joy. 
Of calm Indifference possessed. 
And by unfeeling Folly bless'd. 
Her son, unmoved, with tearless eye. 
Beholds a friend or mistress die : 
Unmoved by the vnld shrieks of pain ; 
Unmoved by want^s imploring train ; 

VOL. UI, A A 
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Unmoved lie views the widow's tears; 
Unmoved the orphan's cry he hears. 
On evils past, or those to come, 
, Disease, or Death's impending doom, 
The dull ne'er mnse, but wear away 
In thoughtless ease life's transient day. 
Should o'er their head Affliction lour, 
And all its stores of sorrow pour. 
Insensible they still remain — 
Kind Dulness blunts the shafts of pain : 
And gross Stupidity supplies 
Those aids Philosophy denies. 

But men who of their reason boast, 
In idle speculation lost, 
Who vainly plume themselves as vnse, 
With others' evils sympathize. 
Their own misfortunes rend their heart 
With keenest pangs and torturing smart. 
They shudder at ideal ills ; 
And causeless care their bosom fills. 
Does Mirth, at some auspicious hour, 
O'er their sad breasts exert its power. 
Reflection soon their joy controls. 
And Melancholy sways their souls. 
For Pleasures, when we analyze 
And hold them forth to Reason's eyes, 
A test so strong they cannot bear. 
But melt like vapours into air. 
Thus tricks display'd by juggler's sleight 
No longer than they cheat delight. 

O Queen of those who never think. 
With poppies pluck'd from Lethe's brink 
Be thy votary's temples crown'd. 
While sombrous vapours float around ! 
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No more perplex'd with worldly cares. 
Heedless of life's surrounding snares ; 
With soul that never quits its home, 
But takes things easy as 'they come, 
Be Dulness with Contentment mine ! — 
Let others reason and repine, 

HOLEk 



TO FOLLY. 



Hail, Goddess of the vacant eye ! 

To whom my earliest vows were paid ; 
Whose prattle hushM my infant cry, 

As on thy liq> supinely laid 
I saw thee shake, in sportive mood. 
Thy tinkling bells and antic hood. 

Source of the sweets that never cloy, 
Folly, indulgent parent, hail ! 

Thine are the charming draughts of joy 
That childhood's ruby lips regale : 

Thy hands with flowers the goblet crown. 

And pour the' ingredients all thy own. 

No fiery spirits enter there 

To rouse the tingling nerves to pain, 
Thy balmy cups, unbought with care, . 

Swim lightly o'er the tender brain ; 
Bland as the milky streams they flow, 
Nor leave the pungent dregs of woe. 

Gay partner of the schoolboy band. 
Who charm'd the starting tear away; • 

What though beneath the pedanf s hand 
My flaxen. bead devoted lay, 
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Oft were my truant footsteps seen 
In thy brisk gambols on the green. 

Too soon those moments danced away ; 

My years to manhood onward drew, 
And as my heart began to play, 

My listless limbs more, languid grew : 
For now a thorn disturb'd my rest, 
The wish of something unpossessed. 

At le^igth with wonted pastimes tired, 
Aside the boyish gawds I threw ; 

But when with exi>ectation fired 
I to the world's wide circle flew, 

I look'd around with simple stare. 

And found thee in broad features there. 

There saw thee high in regal state. 
Thy crowded clamorous orgies hold. 

With bounding hands thy C3rmbals beat. 
And wide thy tawdry flag unfold; 

Whilst thy gay motley liveries shone 

On myriads that begirt thy throne. 

Thy devious path, sweet Power, I join'd : 
Through fancied fields of bliss we stray*d, 

A thousand wonders we design'd, 
A thousand idle pranks we played ; 

Now grasp'd at glory's quivering ray. 

And now in Chloe's chains we lay. 

But, Folly, why prolong my verse 
To sing the laughter-loving age ? 

Or what avails it to rehearse 

Thy triumphs on the youthfol stage 

Where Wisdom, if she claims a place, 

Sits ever with an awkward grace? 
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For now, even now in riper yean, 
Smit with thy many-colonr'd Test, 

Oft I renounce my cautious fears, 

And clasp thee to my thoughtless breast; 

Enough that in Presumption's mien 

Beneath my roof thou ne'er art seen : 

That, as my harmless course I run, 

The world through candid lights I yiew. 

And still with generous pity shun 
The moody, moping, serioas crew ; 

Since what Ihey fondly vainly prize, 

Is ever, ever to be wise. 

MERCER. 



TO A FOUNTAIN. 



Sequester'd fountain! ever pure, 

Whose placid streamlet flows. 
In silent lapse, through glens obscure. 

Where timid flocks repose : 
Tired and disabled in the race, 
I quit Ambition's fruitless chase. 

To shape my course by thine ; 
And, pleased, from serious trifles turn. 
As thus around thy little urn 

A Totire wreath I twine. 

Fair fountain ! on thy margin green 

May tufted trees arise. 
And spreading boughs thy bosom screen 

From summer's fervent skies ; — 
Here may tiie Spring her flowerets strew. 
And Morning shed her pearly dew. 
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May Health infose her balm ; 
And some soft virtue in thee flow^ 
To mitigate the pangs of woe, 

And bid the heart be calm. 

O ! may thy salutary streams, 

Like those of Lethe*s spring, 
That bathe the silent land of dreams, 

Some drops obliyious bring — 
With that bless'd opiate in my bowl. 
Far shall I from Iny wounded soul 

The thorns of spleen remove — 
Forget how there at first they grew. 
And once again with man renew 

The cordial ties of love. 

For what avails the wretch to bear 

Imprinted on his mind 
The lessons of distrust and fear. 

Injurious to mankind? — 
Hopeless in his disastrous hour. 
He sees the gathering tempest lour. 

The bursting cloud impend — 
Towards the wild waste he turns his eye, 
Nor can that happy port descry. 

The bosom of a friend. 

How changed since that propitious time, 
When woo'd by fortune's gale. 

Fearless in youth's adventurous prime, 
He crowded every sail ! — 

The swelling tide, the sportive breeze 
Lightly along the halcyon seas > 
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His bounding* pinnace bor& — 
In search of happiness, the while, 
He steer'd by every fragrant isle, 

And touch'd at every shore. 

Ah me ! to youth's ingenuous eye 

What charms the prospect wears ! — 
Bright as the portals of the sky 

The opening world appears ; 
There every figure stands confessed, 
In all the sweet advantage dress'd 

Of Candour's radiant robe — 
There no mean cares admission find, 
Love is the business of mankind. 

And Honour rules the globe. 

But if, those gleams fallacious prove 

That i>aint the worid so fair ; 
If Heaven has placed for generous love 

No soft asylum there; 
If men fair faith, fair fame deride, 
Bent on the crooked paths that guide 

To Interest's sordid shrine ; 
Be yours, ye gloomy sons of Woe ! 
That melancholy truth to know; 

The dream of bliss be mine. 

MERCER. 



HOME. TO 



The bandit whom the laws pursue. 

The soldier, and the gipsy crew, 
Arabs and Tartars ever doomed to roam — 

Whate'er their place of shelter be, 

A tent, a cave, or hollow tree. 
Thither they hie with joy, and call it Home. 
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There if a doxy or a "mfe 

Receive the wretch escaped from strife ; 
If there his tatter'd brood around him cling — 

His features catch a brightening smile^ 

He rests him from his sordid toil, 
And in his narrow confines reigns a king. 

While thus the poor and wretched find 

The' asylum for a wounded mind, — 
' Distemper*d men there are, estranged from home. 

Cold to an angel's kind embrace, 

Cheerless amid a blooming race. 
And dead to comforts in a princely dome : 

» 

Men in the lap of Fortune nursed, 
With all her froward humours cursed, 

And teased by wishes ever on the wing ; 
Who, wandering still through Folly's maze. 
In search of bliss consume their days, 

Nor taste her genuine draught at Nature's spring. 

Yet such the men who lead the gay, 
The pride and patterns of the day. 

Whose high prized friendship fools and strangers 
boast; 
Blush, thou ! to court their barren fame ; , 
Let Home, sweet Home, thy presence claim, 

And those enjoy thy smiles who love thee most! 

MERCER. 
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TO TRANQUILLITY. 

Tranquillitt ! th<m better name 
Than aU the family of Fame ! 
Thou ne'er wilt leave my riper age 
To low intrigue or factious rage : 
For oh ! dear child of thoughtful Truth, 
To thee I gave my early youth, 
And left the bark, and bless'd the steadfast shore, 
•re yet the tempest rose, and scared me with its 
roar. 

Who late and lingering seeks thy shrine, 
On him but seldom, power divine, 
Thy spirit rests, Satiety 
And Sloth, poor counterfeits of thee, 
Mock the tired worldling. Idle Hope 
And dire Remembrance interlope 
To vex the feverish slumbers of the mind: 
"he bubble floats before, the spectre stalks behind. 

But me thy gentle hand will lead 

At morning through the' accustom'd mead ; 

And in the sultry summer's heat 

Will build me up a mossy seat ! 

And when the gust of Autumn crowds 

And breaks the busy moonlight clouds, 

Thou best the thought canst raise, the heart 

attune, [moon. 

dght as the busy clouds, calm all the gliding 

VOL. m. B B 
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The feeling heart, the searchiDg soul, 
To thee I dedicate the whole ! 
And while vdthin myself I trace 
The greatness of some fntore race, 
Aloof with hermit eye I scan 
The present works of present man— 
A wild and dreamlike trade of blQod and guile, 
Too foolish for a tear, too wicked for a smile ! 

COLERIDGE. 



TO CONTEMPLATION. 

Faint gleams the evening radiance through the 
sky. 

The sober twilight dimly darkens round ; 
In short quick circles the shrill bat flits by. 

And the slow vapour curls along the ground. 

Now the pleased eye from yon lone cottage se)es 
On the green mead the smoke long-shadowing 
The redbreast on the blossomed spray [play ; 
Warbles wild her latest lay. 

And sleeps along the dale the silent breeze. 

Calm Contemplation, 'tis thy favourite hour ! 

Come, fill my bosom, tranquillizing power ! 

Meek Power ! I view thee on the calmy shore 
When Ocean stills his waves to rest ; 

Or when, slow moving on, the surges hoar 

Meet with deep hollow roar. 
And whiten o'er his breast ; 

For lo ! the moon with softer radiance gleams, 

And lovelier heave the billows in her beams. 



ODES. 187 

When the low gales of evening moan along, 
I love with thee to feel the calm cool breeze, 

And roam the pathless forest wilds among, 
Listening the mellow murmur of the trees . 

Full foliaged, as they lift their arms on highy 

And wave their shadowy heads in wildest melody; 

Or lead me where, amid the tranquil vale, 
The broken stream flows on in silver light. 

And I will linger where the gale 
O'er the bank of violets sighs. 

Listening to hear its soften'd sounds arise ; 
And hearken the dull beetle's drowsy flight : 
And watch the hom>eyed snail 
Creep 9'er his long moon-glittering trail, 
And mark where, radiant ^ough the night, ^ 

Moves in the grass-green hedge the glowworm's 
living light. 

Thee, meekest Power ! I love to meet| 

As oft with ever solitary pace 

The scattered Abbey's hallow'd rounds I trace. 
And listen to the echoings of my feet. 

Or on the half demolish'd tomb, 

Whose warning texts anticipate my doom, 

Mark the clear orb of night 
Cast through the storying glass a faintly varied 
light. 

Nor will I not in some more gloomy hour 

Invoke with fearless awe thine holier power. 

Wandering beneath the sainted pile 

When the blast moans along the darksome aisle, 

And clattering patters all around 

The midnight shower with dreary sound. 
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But sweeter 'tis to wander wild 
By melancholy's dreatn beguiled, 
While the summer moon's pale ray 
Faintly guides me on my way 
To the lone romantic glen 
Far from all the haunts of men, 
Where no noise of uproar rude 
Breaks the calm of solitude, 
But soothing Silence sleeps in all, 
Sare the neighbouring waterfall, 
Whose hoarse waters falling near 
Load with hollow sounds the ear. 
And with down-dash'd torrent white 
Gleam hoary through the shades of night. 
Thus wandering silent on and slow 
111 nurse Reflection's sacred woe, 
And muse upon the perish'd day 
When Hope would weave her visions gay, 
Ere Fancy chill'd by adverse fate 
Left sad Reality my mate. 

O Contemplation I when to Memory's eyes 
The visions of the long past days arise, 
Thy holy power imparts the best relief. 
And the calm'd spirit loves the joy of grief. 

SOUTHET. 
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TO 

THE REV, JOHN IRELAND. 

IMITATION OF HORACB, UB. m. ODE XVI. 

When howling winds and louring skies 
The light imtiniber*d bark surprise 

Near Orkney's boisterous seas, 
The trembling crew forget to swear, 
And bend the knees, unused to prayer, 

To ask a little ease. 

For ease the Turk, ferocious, prays. 
For ease the barbarous Russ, for ease 

Which Palk could ne'er obtain ; 
Which Bedford lack'd amidst his store, 
And liberal Clive, with mines of ore, 

Oft bade for — ^but in yain. 

For not the liveried troop that wait ' 
Around the mansions of the great 

Can keep, my friend, aloof 
Fear, that attacks the mind by fits. 
And Care, that like a raven flits 

Around the lordly roof. 

^ O, well is he' to whom kind Heaven 
A decent competence has given ! 

Rich in the blessing sent, 
He graBps not anxiously at more, 
Dreads not to use his little store. 

And fattens on content. 
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. ' * O, well is he \* for life is lost, 
Amidst a whirl of passions tossed ; 

Then why, dear Jack, should man, 
Ma^animous ephemera ! stretch 
His views beyond the narrow reach 

Of his contracted span ! 

Why shoifld he from his country run, 
In hopes, beneath a foreign sun, 

Serener hours to find? 
Was never man in this wild chase 
Who changed his nature with his place, 

And left himself behind. 

For, wing'd with all the lightning's speed. 
Care climbs the bark, Care mounts the steed, 

An inmate of the breast : 
' Nor Barca's heat nor Zembla's cold 
Can drive from that pernicious hold 

The too tenacious guest. 

They whom no anxious thoughts annoy^ 
Grateful, the present hours enjoy, 

Nor seek the next to know ; 
To lighten every ill they strive, 
Nor, ere misfortune's hand arrive. 

Anticipate the blow. 

Something must ever be amiss — 
Man has his joys ; but perfect bliss 

Lives only in the brain : 
We cannot all have what we want ; 
And Chance, unask'd, to this may grant 

What that has begg'd in vain. 
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Wolfe rush'd on death in manhood's bloom, 
Paulet crept slowly to the tomb ; 

Here breath, there fame was given : 
And that wise Power who weighs our lives 
By contras and by pros contrives 

To keep the balance even. 

To thee she gave two piercing eyes, 
A body — just of Tydeus* size ; 

A judgment sound and clear ; 
A mind with various science fraught, 
A liberal soul, a threadbare coat. 

And forty poundii a year. 

To me one eye not over good. 

Two sides that, to their cost, have stood 

A ten years* hectic cough ; 
Aches, stitches, all the numerous' ills 
That swell the devilish doctor's bills. 

And sweep poor mortals off : 

A coat more bare than thine ; a soul 
That spurns the crowd's malign control ; 

A fix*d contempt of wrong ; 
Spirits above affliction's power ; 
And skill to charm the lonely hour 

With no inglorious song. 

W. GIFPORD. 
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ON 

THE FOURTH OF NOVEMBER, 

^(e ^mtitttnsatQ of t^ 3QUtwlntUnr, 1688. 

IN IMITATION OF ALCiEUS. 

What constitates the Bard ? 
Not silver sounds nor numbers that compel 

Proud Tyranny's regard ; 
Not the sweet witchery of Fancy's spell^ 

That can at will entrance 
The captive sense, and bid the ohanned aool 

To faery measures 4ance : 
No— 4)ut an energy that spurns oontrol. 

An intellectual fire 
That, fann'd by Freedom, to sublimest heigiits 

Impels us to aspire, 
And from base earth the spirit disunites : 

This constitutes the Bard. 
Then in the shouts that ' ring from side to aide' 

Loud o*er the rest be heard 
The Muse's hail ! which at this seasoii wide 

May pour the patriot rage : 
She, Freedom's best ally, whose voice alone. 

Through every clime and age 
Prevailing, mocks the thunders of the throne ! 

DR. T. PERCY. 
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PART VI. 



UallaD^^ <£on$$(, anD Sonnet^. 

THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH. 

% Itollan. 

ALLUDING TO A STORY RECORDED OF HER TTHEN 
SHE WAS PRISONER AT WOODSTOCK, 1554. 

Will you hear how once repiniiig 

Great Eliza captive lay, 
Each ambitious tiiought resigning, 

Foe to riches, pomp, and sway ? 

While the nymphs and swains, delighted, 
Tripp'd around in all their pride ; 

Envying joys by others slighted. 
Thus the royal maiden cried : 

* Bred on plains, or bom in valleys, 
Who would bid those scenes adieu? 

Stranger to the arts of Malice, 
Who would ever conrts pursue? 

VOL. III. c c 
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^ Malice never taught to treasure, 

Censure never taught to bear ; 
Love is all the shepherd's pleasure ; 

Love is all the damsel's care. 

' How can they of humble station 
Vainly blame the powers above ? 

Or accuse the dispensation 

Which allows them all to love? 

« Love, like air, is widely given; 

Power nor Chance can these restrain ; 
Truest, noblest gifts of Heaven I 

Only purest on the plain ! 

< Peers can no such charms discover^ 
AU in stars and garters dress'd. 

As on Sundays does the lover. 
With his nosegay on his breast. 

' Pinks and roses in profusion. 
Said to fade when Chlod's near ; 

Fops may use the same allusion. 
But the shepherd is sincere. 

' Hark to yonder milkmaid singing 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pail; 

Cowslips, all around her springing. 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 

* Never yet did courtly maiden 

Move so spritely, look so fair; 
Never breast, with jewels laden. 

Pour a song so void of care. 

' Would indulgent Heaven had granted 

Me some rural damsel's part! 
All the empire I had wanted 

Then had been my shepherd's heart. 
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' Then with him o'er hills and^mountains, 

Free from fetters, might I rove ; 
Fearless taste the crystal fountains. 

Peaceful sleep beneath the groye. 

* Rustics had been more forgiving. 

Partial to my yirgin bloom ; 
None had envied me when living, 

None had triumphed o'er my tomb/ 

SHENSTONE. 



JEMMY DAWSON. 



WRITTEN ABOUT THE TD«E OF HIS EXECUTION, 
IN THE YEAR 1745. 

CouE listen to tey mournful tale, 
Ye tender hearts and lovers dear ! 

Nor will you scorn to heave a sigh. 

Nor need you blush to shed a tear, ji^ 

And thou, dear Kitty, peerless maid ! ^^ 

Do thou a pensive ear incline; 
For thou canst weep at every woe. 

And pity every plaint — but mine. 

Young Dawson was a gallant boy, 
A brighter never trod the plain; 

And well he loved one charming maid. 
And dearly was he loved again. 

One tender maid, she loved him dear ; 

Of gentle blood the damsel came; 
And faultless wbb her beauteous form. 

And iqpoCless nm^er virgin £une. 
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But curse on piitfs hateful strife. 
That led the favoured youth astray. 

The day the rebel clans appeared ; 
O, had he never seen that day ! • 

Their colours and their sash he wore, 
. And in the fatal dress was found; . 
jEud now he must that death endure 
Which gives the brave the keenest wound. 

How pale was then his true love's cheek, 
When Jenuny's sentence reached her ear I 

For never yet did Alpine snows 
So pale or yet so chill appear. 

With faltering voice she, weeping, said — 
* O Dawson ! monarch of my heart! 

Think not thy death shall, end our loves. 
For thou and I vfill never part. 

' Yet might sweet mercy find a place, 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woes; 

O George ! without a prayer for thee 

« orisons should never close, 
gracious prince that gave him life 
Would crown a never dying flame. 
And every tender babe I bore 

Should learn to lisp the giver's name. . 

< But though he should be dragg'd in scorn 

To yonder ignominious tree, 
He shall not want one constant friend 

To share the cruel fates* decree.' 

O ! then her mourning coach was caird ; 

The sledge moved slowly on before; 
Though borne in a triumphal car. 

She had not loved hej^vourite more* 
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She foUow'd him, prepared to view 

The terrible behests of law, 
And the last scene of Jemmy's woes 

With calm and steadfast eye she saw. 

Distorted was that blooming face 
Which she had fondly loved so long, 

And stifled was that tonefal breath 
Which in her praise had sweetly sung : 

And severed was that beauteous neck 
Round which her arms had fondly closed. 

And mangled was that beauteous breast 
On which her lovesick head reposed: 

And ravish'd was that constant heart 

She did to every heart prefer ; 
For though it could its king forget, 

Twas true and loyal still to her. 

Amid those unrelenting flames 
She bore this constant heart to see. 

But when 'twas moulder'd into dust, 
< Yet, yet (she cried) I follow thee ! 

' My death, my death alone can show 
The pure, the lasting love I bore : 

Accept, O Heaven ! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more.^ 

The dismal scene was o'er and pass'd. 
The lover's mournful hearse retired ; 

The maid drew back her languid head, 
And, sighing forth his name, expired. 

Though justice ever must prevail, 

The tear my Kitty sheds is due ; 
For seldom shall she hear a tale 

So sad, so tender, yet so tri||. 

8HEN8TONE. 
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/ 

THE SORCERESS; 

OR, 

8Rol(tDolti mCtf Slla. 

Prisca fides. Virg, 

^ Oh, low he lies ; his cold pale cheek 

Lies lifeless on the clay; 
Yet struggling hope — O dayspring, break, 

And lead me on my way. 

< On Denmark's cruel bands, O Heaven ! 

Thy red-wing'd vengeance pour ; 
Before my Wolfwold's spear be driven — 

O rise, bright morning hour !' 

Thus Ulla wail'd, the fairest maid 

Of all the Saxon race ; 
Thus Ulla wail'd, in nightly shade, 

While tears bedew'd her face. 

When sudden, o'er the fir-crown*d hill. 

The full orb'd moon arose ; 
And o'er the winding dale so still 

Her silver radiance flows. 

No more could Ulla's fearful breast 

Her anxious care delay ; 
But, deep with hope and fear impress'd, 

She holds the moonshine way. 

She left the bower, and all alone 
She traced the dale so still ; 
• • And sought th^g^ve with rue o'ergrown, 
Beneatii the fir-crown*d hill. 
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Black knares of blasted oak, emboand 

With hemlock, fenced the cell : 
The dreary mouth, half under ground, 

Yawn'd like the gate of helL 

Soon as the gloomy den she spied. 

Cold horror shook her knee; 
' And hear, O prophetess!' she cried, 

' A princess sue to thee.' 

Aghast she stood ! athwart the air 

The dismal screechowl flew ; 
The fillet round her auburn hair 

Asunder burst in two. 

Her robe of softest yellow glow'd 

Beneath llie moon's pale beam ; 
And o'er the ground, with yew boughs strew*d, 

Eflfiised a golden gleam. 

The golden gleam the Sorceress spied, 

As in her deepest cell. 
At midnighf s magic hour, she tried 

A tomb-o'erpowering spell. 

When, from the cavern's dreary womb, 

Her groaning voice arose, 
' O, come, my daughter, fearless come. 

And fearless tell thy woes.' 

As shakes the bough of trembling leaf, . 

When whirlwinds sudden rise ; 
As stands aghast ^e warrior chief, 

When his base army flies ; 

So shook, so stood the beauteous maid, 

When from the dreary den 
A wrinkled hag came forth anray'd 

In matted rags obseene. 
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Around her brows, with hemlock boandy 

Loose hung her ash-gray hair ;. 
As from two dreary cayes profound 

Her blue-flamed eyeballs glcure. 

Her skin, of earthy red, appeared. 

Clung round her shoulder bones, 
like withered bark, by lightning sear'd. 

When loud the tempest groans. 

A robe of squalid green and blue 

Her ghostly length arrayed, 
A gaping rent, full to the view, 

Her furrow'd ribs betray'd. 

* And tell, my daughter, fearless tell 

What sorrow brought thee here ! 
So may my power thy cares expel, 
And give thee sweetest cheer.' 

' O mistress of the powerful spell, * 

King Edric's daughter see, 
Northumbria to my father fell, 

But sorrow fell to me. 

* My virgin heart Lord Wolfwold won ; 

My father on him smiled : 
Soon as he gain'd Northumbria's throne. 
His pride the youth exiled. 

* Stem Denmark's ravens o'er the seas 

Their gloomy black viings spread. 
And o'er Nortfaumbria's hills and leas 
Their dreadful squadrons sped. 

* Return, brave Wolfwold,' Edric cried, 

* O generous warrior, hear; 
My daughter's hand, thy willing bride, 
Awaits thy conquering spear. 
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* The banished youth in Scotland's court 

Had pasfl'd the weaiy year : 
And soon he heard the glad report, 
And soon he grasp'd his spear. 

' He left the Scottish dames to weep; 

Andy wing'd with true love speed, 
Nor day nor night he stopped to sleep, 

And soon he cross'd the Tweed. 

* With joyful voice and raptured eyes. 

He pressed my willing hand ; 
" I go, my fair, my love," he cries, 
To guard thy faUier's land. 

" By Edon's shore, in deathful fray. 

The daring foe we meet. 
Ere three short days I trust to lay 

My trophies at tiiy feet.*' 

' Alas, alas, that time is o'er. 

And three long days beside. 
Yet not a word from £don*s shore 

Has cheer'd his fearful bride. 

' O mistress of the powerful spell, ' 

His doubtful fate decide ;' — 
' And cease^ my child, for all is well,' 

The grisly witch replied. 

' Approach my cave, and where I place 

The magic circle, stand ; 
And fear not aught of ghastly face 

That glides beneath my wand.* 

The grisly witch's powerful charms 

Then reach'd the labouring moon, 
And, cloudless at the dire alarms. 

She shed her brightest noon. 
VOL. m. D D 



209 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. P. YI, 

The pale beam straggled through the shade^ 

That black'd the cayem's womb, 
And in the deepest nook betray'd 

An altar and a tomb. 

Around the tomb, in mystic lore, 

Were forms of various mien. 
And efts, and foul-wing*d serpents, bore 

The altar*s base obscene. 

Eyeless a huge and starved toad sat 

In comer murk aloof. 
And many a snake and fisunish'd bat 

Clung to the creviced roof. 

A fox and vultute's skeletmis 

A yawning rift betray*d ; 
And grappling still each others bones, 

The strife of death displayed. 

^ And now, my child (the Sorceress said). 

Lord Wolfwold's father's grave 
To me shall render up the dead. 

And send him to my cave. 

' His skeleton shall hear my spell. 

And to the figured walls 
His hand of bone shall point and tell 

What fate his son befalls.' 

O cold, down Ulla's snowlike face, 

The trembling sweatdrops fell. 
And, borne by sprites of gliding pace. 

The corpse approach'd the cell. 

And thrice the witch her magic wand 

Waved o'er the skeleton ; 
And slowly, at the dread command. 

Up rose the arm of bone. 
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A cloven shield, and broken spear. 

The finger wander'd o*er, 
Then rested on a sable bier, 

Distain'd with drops of gore. 

In ghastly writhes her mouth so wide 

And black the Sorceress throws, 
< And be those signs, my child (she cried), 

Fulfiird on Wolfwold's foes. 

' A happier spell I now shall' try ;\ 

Attend, my child, attend, 
And mark what flames from altar high. 

And lowly floor ascend. 

* If of the rose's softest red 

The blaze shines forth to view. 
Then Wolfwold lives— but hell forbid 

The glimmering flame of blue !' 

The witch then raised her haggard arm. 

And waved her wand on high ; 
And, while she spoke the mutter'd charm. 

Dark lightning fill'd her eye. 

Fair Ulla's knee svnft smote the ground ; 

Her hands aloft were spread. 
And every joint, as marble bound, 

Felt horror's darkest dread. 

Her lips, erewhile so like the rose, 

Were now as violet pale. 
And, trembling in convulsive throes, 

Expressed overwhelming ail. 

Her eyes, erewhile. so starry bright, 

Where living lustre shobe, 
^ere now transform'd to sightless white. 

Like eyes of lifeless stone. 
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And soon the dreadful spell was o*er, 

And, glimmering to the view, 
The quivering flame rose through the floor, i 

A flame of ghastly blue. 

Behind the altar's liyid fire, 

Low from the inmost caye, 
Young WoUwold rose in pale attire, 

The vestments of the grave. 

His eye to Ulla's eye he recur'd, 

His cheek was wan as clay. 
And half cut through his hand appeared 

That beckon'd her away. 

Fair Ulla saw the woful shade; 

Her heart struck at her side. 
And burst — ^low bow'd her listless head, 

And down she sunk, and died. 

MICKLE. 



CUMNOR HALL. 



The dews of summer night did foil. 
The moon (sweet regent of the sky) 

Silvered the walls of Cunmor Hall, 
And many an oak that grew thereby. 

Now nought was heard beneath the skies 
(The sounds of busy life were still), 

Save an unhappy lady*s sighs, 
That issued from that lonely pile. 

* Leicester (she cried), is this thy love, 
That thou so oft hast sworn to me. 

To leave me in this lonel/ grove. 
Immured in shameful privity? 
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*■ No more thou comest with lover's speed, 

Thy once beloved bride to see ; 
But be she alive, or be she dead, 

I fear (stem earl) 's the same tothee. 

' Not so the usage I received, 

When happy in my father's hall ; 
No faithless husband then me grieved, 

No chilling fears did me appal. 

* I rose up with the cheerful mom. 

No lark more blithe, no flower more gay ; 
And, like the bird that haunts the thorn. 
So merrily sung the livelong day. 

* If that my beauty is but small. 

Among court ladies all despised, 
Why didst thou rend it from that hall 
Where, scornful earl, it well was prized? 

' And when you to me first made suit. 
How fair I was you oft would say ! 

And, proud of conquest, pluck'd the fruit; 
Then left the blossom to decay. ■ 

*• Yes, now neglected and despised. 
The rose is pale — the lily *s dead — 

But he that once their charms so prized 
Is sure the cause those charms are fled. ^ 

' For know, when sickening grief doth prey. 
And tender love's repaid with scom, 

The sweetest beauty will decay — 
What floweret can endure the storm? 

< At court, I'm told, is beauty's throne. 

Where every lady's passing rare ; 
That eastem flowers that shame the sun 

Are not so glowing, not so fair. 
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' Then, earl, why didst thou leave the bed 
Where roses and where lilies vie, 

To seek a primrose, whose pale shades 
Must sicken when those gaudes are by? 

' 'Mong rural beauties I was one, 

Among th* fields wild flowers are fair ; 

Some country swain might me have won. 
And thought my beauty passing rare. 

' But, Leicester (or I much am wrong), 
Or 'tis not beauty lures thy tows ; 

Rather ambition's gilded crown 
Makes thee forget thy humble spouse. 

* Then, Leicester, why, again I plead 

(The injured surely may repine), 
Why didst thou wed a country maid. 
When some fair princess might be thine f 

' Why didst thou praise my humble charms. 
And, oh! then leaye them to decay? 

Why didst thou win me to thy arms, 
Then leave to mourn the livelong day? 

' The village maidens of the plain 

Salute me lowly as they go ; 
Envious they mark my silken train. 

Nor think a countess can have woe. 

< The simple nymphs, they little know 
How far more happy's their estate — 

To smile for joy — than sigh for woe — 
To be content — than to be great. 

* How far less bless'd am I than them ! 

Daily to pine and waste with care ! 
Like the poor plant, that from its stem 
Divided, feels the chilling air. 
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*■ Nor, crael earl, can I enjoy 

The humble chanuB of solitude ! 
Your minions proud my peace destroy, 

By suUell frowns or pratings rude. 

< Lai^ night, as sad I chanced to stray. 
The village death-bell smote my ear; 

They wink'd aside, and seem'd to say. 
Countess, prepare — thy end is near. 

*■ And now, while happy peasants sleep, 

Here I sit lonely and forlorn : 
No one to soothe me as I weep. 

Save Philomel on yonder thorn. 

* My spirits flag — my hopes decay — 

Still that dread death-bell smites my ear ; 

And many a boding seems to say. 
Countess, prepare — thy end is near.' 

Thus sore and sad that lady grieved, 
In Cumnor Hall so lone and drear ; 

And many a heartfelt sigh she heaved, 
And let fall many a bitter tear. 

And ere the dawn of day appeared. 
In Cumnor Hall so lone and drear. 

Full many a piercing scream was heard. 
And many a cry of mortal fear. 

The death-bell thrice was heard to ring. 
An aerial voice was heard to call. 

And thrice the raven flapp*d its wing 
Around the towers of Cumnor Hall. 

The mastiff howl'd at village door. 
The o^s were shattered on the green; 

Woe was the hour — ^for never more 
That hapless countess e'er was seen. 
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And in that ma^or now no more 
Is cheerful feast and sprightly ball ; 

For ever since that dreary hour 
Have spirits haunted Cumnor HalK 

The village maids, with fearful glance. 
Avoid the ancient moss-grown wall ; 

Nor ever lead the merry dance 

Among the groves of Cumnor Hall. 

Full many a traveller oft hath sigh*d, 
And pensive wept the couiitess' fall, 

As wandering onwards they 've espied 
The haunted towers of Cumnor Hall ! 

MICKLE. 



ADMIRAL HOSIER'S GHOST. 

As near Porto Bello lying ,. 

On the gently swelling flood, 
At midnight with streamers flying 

Our triumphant navy rode ; 
There while Vernon sat all glorious 

From the Spaniards' late defeat : 
And his crews, with shouts victorious, 

Drank success to ^England's fleet : 

On a sudden, shrilly sounding. 

Hideous yells and shrieks were heard : 
Then each heart with fear confounding, 

A sad troop of ghosts appeared, 
All in dreary hammocks shrouded. 

Which for windingsheets they wore, 
And with looks by sorrow clouded 

Frowning on that hostile shore. 
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On them glean^'d the moon's wan lustre. 

When the shade of Hosier brave 
His pale bands was seen to muster, 

Rising from their watery grave : . 
O'er the glimmering wave he hied him, 

Where the Burford rear'd her sail, 
With three thousand ghosts beside Mm, 

And in groans did Vehion hail — 

* Heed, O heed our fatal story, 

I am Hosier's injured ghost. 
You who now have purchased glory 

At this place where I was lost; 
Though in Porto Hello's ruin 

You now triumph free from fears. 
When you think on our undoing. 

You will mix your joy with tears. 

* See these mournful spectres sweeping 

Ghastly o'er this hated* wave, 
Whose wto cheeks are stain'd with weeping ; 

These were English captains brave: 
Mark those numbers pale and horrid. 

Those were once my sailors bold, 
Lo, each hangs his drooping forehead, 

While his dismal tale is told. 

' I, by twenty sail attended, 

Did this Spanish town afifright ; 
Nothing then its wealth defended 

But my orders not to fight : 
O ! that in this rolling ocean 
- I had cast them with disdain. 
And obey'd my heart's warm motion 

To have quell'd the pride of Spain ; 

VOL. ui. E E 
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' For resistance I could fear none, 

But with twenty ships had done 
What thouy brave and happy Vernon, 

Hast achieved with six alone. 
Then the Bastimentos never 

Had our foul dishonour seen, 
Nor the sea the sad receiver 

Of this gallant train had been. 

' Thus, like thee, proud Spain dismaying. 

And her galleons leading home. 
Though condemned for disobeying, 

I had met a traitor's doom, 
To have fallen, my country crying 

He has play'd an English part. 
Had been better far than dying 

Of a grieved and broken heart. 

' Unrepining ^t thy glory. 

Thy successful arms we hail ; 
But remember our sad story, 

And let Hosier's wrongs prevail : ' 

Sent in this foul clime to languish, '^ 

Think what thousands fell in vain. 
Wasted with disease and anguish. 

Not in glorious battle slain. 

' Hence with all my train attending. 

From their oozy tombs below. 
Through the hoary foam ascending. 

Here I feed my constant woe ; 
Here, the Bastimentos viewing. 

We recall our shameful doom. 
And, our plaintive cries renewing. 

Wander through the midnight gloom. 
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^ O'er these wayes for ever mourning 

Shall we roam deprived of rest. 
If to Britain's shores returning 

You neglect my just request ; 
After this proud foe subduing, 

When your patriot friends you see, 
Think on vengeance for my ruin, 

And for England shamed in me/ 



GLOVEK. 



LENORA*. 



At break of day, vnth frightful dreams 

Lenora struggled sore : 
My William, art thou slaine, say'd she, 

Or dost thou love no more ? 

He went abroade with Richard's host. 

The Paynim foes to quell ; 
But he no word to her had writt. 

An he were sick or well. 

With sowne of trump and beat of drum, 

His fellow soldyers come ; 
Their helmes bedeckt with oaken boughs. 

They seeke their long*d-for home. 

And every roade and every lane 

Was full of old and young. 
To gaze at the jejoicing band. 

To hail with gladsome toung. 

< Thank God !' their wives and children saide, 
' Welcome!' the brides did saye: 

But greete or kiss Lenora gave 
To none upon that daye. 

• From Burger. 
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She askte of aU the passing traine 

For him she wisht to see : 
But none of all the passing traine 

Could tell if lived hee. 

And when the soldyers all were bye, 

She tore her raven haire. 
And cast herself upon the growne 

In furious despaire. 

Her mother ran and lyfte her up. 

And clasped in her arme, 
' My child, my child, what dost thou ail? 

God shield thy life from harm !' 

' O mother, mother! William's gone! 

What* s fdl besyde to me ? 
There is no mercye, sure, above ! 

All,, all were spared but hee !' 

*• Kneel downe, thy paternoster saye. 
Twill calm thy troubled spright: 

The Lord is wyse, the Lord is good; 
What hee hath done is right/ 

' O mother, mother ! say not so ; 

Most cruel is my fate : ' 

I prayde, and prayde; but watte avayl'd? 

'Tis now, alas ! too late,' 

* Our Heavenly Father, if we praye. 

Will help a suffering childe : 
Go take the holy sacrament; 

So shall thy grief grow milde.' 

' O, mother, what I feel within 

No sacrament can staye ; 
No sacrament can teache the dead 

To bear the sight of daye.' 
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' May be, among the heiathen folk 

Thy William false doth prove. 
And puts away his faith and troth, 

And takes another love. 

* Then wherefore sorrow for his loss? 

Thy moans are all in vain : 
And when his soul andlxxly parte, 
His falsehode brings him paine/ 

* O mother, mother ! gone is gone ; 

My hope is all forlome ; 
The grave mie onlye safe^iard is — 
O, had I ne'er been bom! 

* Qo out, go out, my lampe of life ; 

In grislie darkness die : 
There is no mercye, sure, above ! 
For ever let me lie.* 

* Almighty God ! O do not judge 

My poor unhappy ehilde ; \ 
She knows not what her Ups pronounce. 
Her anguish makes her wilde. 

* My girl, forget thine earthly woe. 

And think on God and bliss ; 
For so, at least, shall not thy soule 
Its heavenly bridegroom miss/ 

O mother, mother! what is blisse, 

And what the fiendis'-celle? 
Fith him, 'tis heaven any where. 

Without my William, helle. 

&o out, go out, my lamp bf life ; 
In endless darkness die : 
ithout him I must loathe the earth. 
Without him scome the skye/ 
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And 80 despaire did rave and rage 

Athwarte her boiling veins, 
Against the ProTidence of God 

She harlde her impuMs strains. 

She bet her breaste, and wmng her hands. 

And roUde her tearlesse eye, 
From rise of mome till the pale stars 

Again did freeke the skye. 

When haflke ! abroade she hearde the trampe 

Of nimble-hoofed steed ; 
She hearde a knighte jrith clanke alighte, 

And climb the staire in speede. 

And soon she herde a tinkling hande, 

That twirled at the pin; 
And through her door, that open'd not. 

These words were breathed in. 

' What ho! what ho! thy dore iindoe; 

Art watching or asleepe? 
My love, dost yet remember mee, 

And dost thou laugh or weep?* 

< Ah! William here so late at night! 

Oh ! I have watchte and waked : 
Whence dost thou come? For thy return 

My herte has sorely aked/ 

^ At midnight only we may ride ; 

I come o'er land and sea : 
I mounted late, but soone I go ; 

Aryse, and come with me/ 

' O William, enter first my bowre. 

And give me one embrace : 
The blasts athwarte the hawthome hiss; 

Awayte a little space/ 
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^ Though bla»t8 athwarte the hawthome hiss, 

I may not harboure here ; 
My spurre is sharpe, my courser pawes, 

My houre of flighte is nere. 

' All as thou lyest upon thy couch, 

Aryse, and mount behinde ; 
To-night we'le ride a thousand miles, 

The bridal bed to finde/ 

' How, ride to-night a thousand miles? 

Thy love thou dost bemocke ; 
Eleven is the stroke that still 

Rings on within the clocke/ 

' Looke up ; the moone is bright, and we 

Outstride the earthlie men : 
111 take thee to the -bridal bed. 

And night shall end but then/ 

* And where is, then, thy house and home ; 

And where thy bridal bed?' 

* 'Tis narrow, silent, chilly, dark ; 

Far hence I rest my head/ 

' And is there any room for mee. 

Wherein that I may creepe f 
There's room enough for thee and mee, 

Wherein that we may sleepe. 

' All as thou ly'st upon thy couch, 

Aryse, no longer stop; 
The wedding guests thy coming waite, 

The chamber dore is ope/ 

All in her sarke, as there she lay, 

Upon his horse she sprung ; 
And with her lily hands so pale 

About her William clung. 
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And hurry-skurry forth they goe, 

Unheeding wet or drye : 
And horse and rider snort and blowe, 

And sparkling pebbles flye. 

How swift the flood, the mead, the wood, 

Aright, aleft, are gone ! 
The bridges thunder as they pass. 

But earthlie sowne is none. 

Tramp, tramp, across the land they speed ; 

Splash, splash, across the see : 
' Hurrah! the dead can ride apace; 

Dost feare to ride with mee? 

' The moone is bry ghte, and blue the ny ghte ; 

Dost quake the blaste to stem? 
Dost shudder, mayde, to seeke the dead?* 

' No, no, but what of them?* 

' How glumlie sownes yon dirgye song! 

Night ravens flappe tiie wing. 
What knell doth slowlie toll ding dong? 

The psalmes of death who sing? 

' It creeps, the swarthie faneral traine. 

The corse is onn the beere ; 
Like croke of todes firom lonely moores. 

The chaunt doth meet the eere.' 

' Go, bear her corse When midnight's past. 

With song'and tear and wayle ; 
I've gott my wife, I take her home. 

My howre of wedlocke hayl. 

' Lead forth, O clarke, the chaunting quire. 

To swell our nuptial song : 
Come, preaste, and reade the blessing soone; 

For bed, for bed we long.' 



\ 
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They heede his calle, and husht the. sowne ; 

The biere was seene no more ; 
And foUowde him ore feeld and flood 

Yet faster than before. 

Halloo! halloo!, away they goe, 

Unheeding wet or drye ; 
And horse and rider snorte and blowe, 

And sparkling pebbles flye. 

How swifte the hill,, how. swifte the dale. 

Aright, aleft, are gone! 
By hedge and tree, by thorpe and towne, 

They gallop, gallop on.« 

Tramp, tramp, across the land they speede ; 

Splash, splash, acrosse the see : 
^ Hurrah ! the dead*can ride apace ; 

Dost fear to ride with me ? 

* Look up, look up, an airy crewe 

In roundel daunces reele : 
The moon is bryghte, and blue the nyghte, 

Mayst dimlie see them wheele. 

' Come to, come to, ye gostlie crew. 

Come to, and follow mee, 
Vnd daunce for us the wedding daunce, 

When we in bed shall be/ 

lid brush, brush, brush, the gostlie €rew 
Come wheeling ore their heads, 
U rustling like the wither*d leaves 
That wyde the whirlwind spreads. 

Jloo ! halloo ! away they goe, 

Jnheeding wet or drye; 

1 horse and rider snort and blowe, 

md sparkling pebbles iye. 

L. lu. F V 
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And all that in the moonsh^^e lay, 

Behynde them fled afer ; 
And backward scudded oireriiead 

The skye and every star. 

Tramp, tramp, across the land tliey speede; 

Splash, splash, across the see : 
' Hurrah ! the dead can ride apace ; 

Dost fear to ride with me? 

' I weene the cock prepares to crowe ; 

The sand will soon be runne : 
I snuff the earlye morning aire ; 

Downe, downe! our work is done. 

' The dead, the dead- can ryde apace ; 

Oure wed-bed here is flt: 
Our race is ridde, oure journey ore, 

Our endless union knit.' 

And lo! an yren-grated gate * 

Soon biggens to their viewe : 
He crackte his whypp^ ; the clangynge boltes, 

The doores asunder flewe. 

They pass, and 'twas on graves they trode ; 
- * Tis hither we are bounde :* 
And many a tombstone gostlie white 
Lay inn the moonshyne round. 

And when hee from his steede alytte, 

His armour black as cinder 
Did moulder, moulder all awaye. 

As were it made of tinder. 

His head became a naked skull ; 

Nor hair nor eyae had hee ,* 
His body grew a skeleton, 

Whilome so blythe of blee. 



f 
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And att his dry and boney heele 

No spur was left to be; 
And inn his witherde hand you migkt 

The scythe and hour glasse see. 

And lo ! his steede did thin to snu^e, 

And chamel fires outbreathe ; 
And paled, and bleach'd, then yanish'd quite 

The mayde from undemeathe. 

And hollow bowlings hung in aire, 

And shrekes from vaults arose, 
Then knew the mayde she mighte no more 

Her living eyes unclose. 

But onwarde to the judgment seat, 
Through myste and moonlight dreare^ 

The gostlie crewe their flyghte persewe, 
And hoUowe inn her eare : — 

^ Be patient, though thyne herte should breke, 

Arrayne not Heven's decree ; 
Thou nowe art of thie bodie refte, 

Thie soule forgiv^i bee !' , 

_ '^^^^ 

BETH GELERT*; 

OB, 
THE GRAVE OF THE GREYHOUND. 

The spearmen heard the bugle sound, 

And cheerly smiled the mom, 
And many a brach.and many a hound 

Obey'd Llewellyn's horn. 

• The itory of tkb Mtad is traditionary in a ^Uaf e at Mw 
foot of SaowdoOf where lieweljii the Great had a hoii>e. 
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And still he blew a louder blasts 

And gave a lustier cheer^ 
^ Come, G^lerty come, wert never last, 

Llewelyn's Mm to hear. 

^ Oh ! where does faithful G^lert roam, 

The flower of all his race ? 
So true, so brave ; a lamb at home, 

A lion in the chase !' 

Twas only at Llewelyn's board 

The faithful Gelert fed; 
He watch'd, he served, he cheer'd his lord, 

And sentinel'd his bed. 

In sooth he was a peerless hound. 

The gift of royal John ; 
But now no GSlert could be found. 

And all the chase rode on. 

And now, as o'er the rocks and dells . 

The gallant chidings rise, 
All Snowdon's craggy chaos yells. 

The many mingled cries ! 

That day Llewelyn little loved 

The chase of hart or hare. 
And scant and small the booty proved. 

For Gelert was not there. 

Unpleased, Llewelyn homeward hied : 

When, near the portal seat, 
His truant GMert he espied 

Bounding his lord to greet. 

The greyhound, named GSIert, was given to himhy his father 
in law, King J^, in the year 1205, and the place to this day 
.it called Beth 06iert, or the. Grave of GAlert. 
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But when he gain'd his castle doot", 

Aghast the chieftain stood : 
The hound all o'er was smear'd with gore ; 

His lips, his fangs ran blood. 

Llewelyn gazed with fierce surprise : 

Unused such looks to meet. 
His favourite check'd his joyfuY guise. 

And crouched, and lick'd his feet. 

Onward in haste Llewelyn pass'd, 

And on went Gr^lert too, 
And still, where'er his eyes he cast. 

Fresh blood-gouts shock'd his view. 

O'ertum'd his infant's bed he found. 

With blood-stain'd covert rent; 
And all around the walls and ground 

With recent blood besprent. 

He call'd his child, no voice replied ; 

He search 'd with terror wild; 
Blood, blood he found on every side ; 

But no where found his child. 

* Hell hound! my child by thee's devour'd!* 

The frantic father cried ; 
And to the hilt his vengefal sword 

He plunged in G^lert's side. 

His suppliant looks, as prone he fell, 

No pity could impart; 
But still his G^lerf s dying yell 

Pass'd heavy o*er his heart. 

Aroused by G^^lerfs dying yell 

Some slumberer waken'd nigh : 
What words the parent's joy could tell 

To hear his infant's cry! 
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Conceal'd beneath a tnmblecTheap 
His hurried search had misa'd: ^ 

All glowing from his rosy sleep, 
The cherub boy he kiss'd. 

Nor scath had he, wx harm, nor dread ; 

But the same couch beneath 
Lay a gaunt w(^f, all torn, all dead, 

Tremendous still in death. 

Ah, what was then Llewelyn's pain ! 

For now the truth was clear. 
His gallant hound the wolf had slain 

To save Llewelyn's heir. 

Vain, vain was all Llewelyn's woe: 

-* Best of thy kind, adieu ! 
The frantic blow, which laid thee low, 

This heart shall eyer rue.' 

And now a gallant tomb they raise. 

With costly sculpture deck'd ; 
And marbles, storied with his praise. 

Poor GSlerf s bones protect. 

•There never could the spearman pass. 

Or forester, unmoved ; 
There oft the tear-besprinkled grass 

Llewelyn's sorrow proved. 

And there he hung his horn and spear, 

And there, as evening fell, 
In fancy's ear he oft would hear 

Poor G61e'rf s dying yell. 

And till great Snowdon's rocks grow old^ 

And cease the storm to brave. 
The consecrated spot shall hold 
^ The name of ^^lerfs Grave.' 

SPENCER. 
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ALWYN AND RENA. 

Ask you, why round you halloip^'d grave 
The myrtle and the laurel bloom f ^ 

There sleep the lovely and the brave, 
O, drop a tear upon their tomb ! 

' Ah ! cease, my love, these fond alarms !' 
For war prepared, young Alwyn said, 

*" For I must quit my Rena's charms. 
My bleeding country asks my aid/ 

' Yes, I will hush this struggling sigh, 
Yes, I will check these flovnng tears, 
A smile shall brighten in my eye, 
'My bosom shall dispel its fears/ 

^ You try indeed to force a smile. 

Yet sorrow's drops bedew your cheek ; 

You speak of peace, yet, ah ! the while 
Your tears will scarcely let you speak/ 

*• Gk>, Alwyn, Rena bids you go. 
She bids you go to fields of death ; 

Go, AlvTyn, rush amidst the foe. 
Go, and return with Victory's wreath/ 

A thrilling blast the trumpet blew, 

The milk white courser paw'd £he ground ; 

A mix'd delight young Alwyn knew, 
Bu,t Rena shuddered at the sound : 

Yet strove to hide the rising fears 

Which now in quicker throbbings swell. 

And faintly smiling through her tears 
She falter'd out a long farewell ! 
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Three tedious moons with cheerless ray 
Had yainly gilt the face of night, 

Nor yet the hero took his way, 
To bless this drooping Rena's sight. 

At length through Rena's fayourite groTe,. 

When now the fourth her radiance shed, 
He came, and Victory's wreath was wctye,. 

But, ah! around a lifeless head. 

Distracted at the blasting sight. 
To yon tall cliff's o'erarching brow 

With heaving breast she urged her flight,. 
And' would have sought the waves below. 

But while with trantic gaze she view'd 
The foaming billows, void of fear. 

Faith strung each nerve, by grief subdued, 
And whisper'd to her soul — forbear I 

And now, though Passion's storm was o'er, 

Yet Melancholy's weeping eye 
Distill'd the slow and silent shower, 

Till all the springs of life were dry. 

For this, around yon hallow'd grave 
The myrtle and the laurel bloom; 

There sleep the lovely and the brave, 
0> drop a tear upon their tomb I 

HON. CHARLES F. 



THE ELFIN KING. 



' — ' O SWBFT, and swifter far he speeds 

Than earthly steed can run ; 
But I hear not the feet of his courser fleet, 

As he glides- o'er the moorland dun.' — > 
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Lone was the strath where he croBs'd their path, 

And wide did the heath extend, 
The Knight in Green on that moor is Been 

At every seveh year's end. 

And swift is the speed of his coal-black steed 

As the leaf before the gale, 
But never yet have that courser's feet 

Been heard on hill or dale. 

But woe to the wight who meets the Green Knight, 

Except on his falchion arm 
Spell-proof he bear, lU^e the brave St. Clair, 

The holy Trefoil's charm ; 

For then shall fly his gifted eye 

Delusions false and dim ; 
And each unbless'd shade shall stand portray'd 

In ghostly form and limb. 

O, swift and swifter far he speeds 

Than earthly steed can run — 
< He skims the blue air,' said the brave ^L Clair, 

' Instead of the heath so dun. 

^ His locks are bright as the streamer's light, 

His cheeks like the rose's hue; 
The Elfin King, like the merlin's wing 

Are his pinions of glossy blue.' 

* No Elfin King, with azure wing. 

On the dark brown moor I see ; 
But a courser keen, and a Knight in Green, 
And full fair I ween is he. 

* Nor Elfin King nor azure wing 

Nor ringlets sparkling bright ;' 
Sir Geoffry cried, and forward hied 
To Join the stranger Knight. 
VOL. m. GO 
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He knew not the path of tiie lonely strath 
' Where the Elfin King went his round ; 
Or he never had gone with the Green Knight on, 
Nor trod the charmed ground. 

How swift they flew ! no eye could view 

Their track on heath or hill. 
Yet swift across both moor and moss 

St. Clair did follow still. 

And soon was seen a circle green, 

Where a shadowy wassail crew, 
Amid the ring did dance and sing, 

In weeds of watchet blue. 

And the windlestrae *, so limber and gray, 

Did shiver beneath the tread 
Of the coursers' feet as they rosh'd to meet 

The morrice of the dead. 

— * Come here, come here, with thy green feere. 

Before the bread be stale ; 
To roundel dance with speed advance. 

And taste our wassail ale.' 

Then up to the Knight came a grizzly wight, 

And sounded in his ear : 
* Sir Knight, eschew this goblin crew. 

Nor taste their ghostly cheer.' — , 

The tabors rung, the lilts were sung. 
And the Knight the dance did lead ; 

But the maidens fair seem'd round him to stare 
With eyes like the glassy bead. 

f Ryegrass. 
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The glanee of their eye, so cold and so dry^ 

Did almost his heart appal ; 
Their motioii is swift, but their limbs they lift 

like stony statues all. 

Again to the Knight caine the grizzly wight, 

When the roundel dance was o'er ; 
' Sir Knight, eschew this goblin crew, 

Or rue for evermore.' — 

But forward press'd the dauntless guest 

To the tables of ezlar red, 
And there was seen the Knight in Green, 

To grace the fair board head. 

And before that Knight was a goblet bright, 

Of emerald smooth and green. 
The fretted brim was studded full trim 

With mountain rubies sheen. 

Sir Geoffry the Bold of the cup laid hold, 

With heath-ale mantling o'er ; 
And he saw as he drank that the ale never shrank, 

But mantled as before. 

Then Sir GeofTry grew pale as he quaffed the ale. 

And cold as tiie corpse of clay; 
And with homy beak the ravens did shriek, 

And flutter'd o'er their prey. 

But soon throughout the revel rout 

A strange commotion ran. 
For beyond the round they heard the sound 

Of the steps of an uncharm'd man. 

And soon to St. Clair the grim vnght did repair 
From flie midst of the wassail crew; — 

* Sir Knight, beware of the revellers there. 
Nor do as they bid thee do.' — 
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' What woful wight art thou/ said the Knight^ 

' To haunt this wassail fray?' — 
' I ifeas once,' quoth he, ' a iiiortal like thee, 

Though now I'm an Elfin gray. 

^ And the knight so bold as the corpse lies cold, 

Who trod the greensward ring ; 
He must wander along with that restless throng, 

For aye, with the Elfin King. 

' With the restless crew, in weeds so blue. 

The ^apless Knight must wend ; 
Nor ever be seen on haunted green 

Till the weary seyen years' end. 

^ Fair is the mien of the Knight in Green, 

And bright his sparkling hair ; 
^Tis hard to believe how malice can live 
' In the breast of aught so fair. 

< And light and fair are the fields of air. 

Where he wanders to and fro ; 
Still doom'd to fleet from the regions of heat 
To the realms of endless snow. 

< When high over head fall the streamers * red, 

He views the blessed afar ; 
And in stem despsiir darts through the air 
To earth like a falling star. 

* With his shadowy crew, in weeds so blue, 

That Knight for aye must run, 
^cept thou succeed in a perilous deed, . 

Unseen by the holy sun. 

• Korthern lighU. 
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^ Who Tentures the deed, and fails to f'lcceed, 

Perforce must join the crew/— 
' Then brief declare/ said the braye St. Clair, 

*• A deed that a Knight may do/ 

^ Mid the sleet and the rain thou must here remain 

By the hauiited greensward ring, 
Till the dance wax slow, and the son^aint and low, 

Which the crew unearthly sing. 

' Then right at the time of the matin chime. 
Thou must tread the' iuihallow*d ground. 

And with mystic pace the circles trace 
That enclose it nine times round. . 

^ And next must thou pass the rank green grass 

To the tables of ezlar red ; 
And the goblet clear away must thou bear. 

Nor behind, thee turn thy head. 

^ And ever anon as thou tread'st upon 
The sward of the green charm'd ring, 

.Be no word eipress'd in that space unbless'd 
That 'longeth of holy thing. 

' For the charmed ground is all unsound. 
And the lake spreads wide below, 

And the water fiend, there, with the fiend of air, 
Is leagued for mortals' woe.' — 

Mid the sleet and the rain did St. Clair remain 

Till the evening star did rise ; 
And the rout so gay did dwindle away 

To the elritch dwarfy size. 

When the moon beams pale fell through the white 
With a wan and a watery ^ay, [hail 

Sad notes of woe seem'd round him to grow, 
The dirge of the Elfins gray. 
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And right at the time of the iiiatiii chime 

His mystic pace began. 
And marmurs deep aronikd him did' creep, 

Like the moans of a mnrder'd man. 

Hie matin bell was tolling &rewell 

When he reach'd the central ring. 
And there he beheld, to ice congealed. 

That crew with die Elfin King. 

For aye, at the knell of the matin bell. 
When the black monks wend to pray. 

The spirits onbless'd have a glimpse of rest 
Before the dawn of day. 

The sigh of the trees and the rash of the breese 

Then pause on the lonely hill ; 
And the frost of the dead clings round their head, 

And they slumber cold and still. 

The Knight took up the emerald cup, ' 

And the ravens hoarse did scream, 
AndJthe shuddering Elfins half rose up, * 

And murmur'd in their dream : 

They inwardly mourned, and the tiiin blood retiim'd 

To every icy limb ; 
And each frozen eye, so cold and so dry, 

'Gan roll with lustre dim. 

Then brave St. Clair did turn him there. 

To retrace the mystic track, 
He heard the sigh of his lady fair. 

Who sobbed behind his back. 

He started quick and his heart beat thick. 

And he listened in wild amaze ; 
But the parting bell on his ear it fell, 
> And he did not turn to gaze.. 
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With panting breast, as he forward press'd, 

He strode on a mangled head ; 
And the scull did scream, and the voice did seem 

The voice of his mother dead. 

He shuddering trod : — On the great name of God 
He thought — but he nought did say ; 

And the greensward did shrink, as about to sink, 
And loud laugh'd the Elfins gray. 

And loud did resound, o'er the unbless'd ground, 

The wings of the blue Elf-King ; 
And the ghostly crew to reach him flew. 

But he crossed the charmed ring. 

The morning was gray, and dying away 
* Was the sound of the matin bell ; 
And ffur to the west the fays that ne'er rest 
Fled where the moonbeams fell. 

And Sir G^firy the Bold, on the unhallowed mould. 
Arose from the green witch-grass; 

And he felt his limbs, like a dead man's, cold. 
And he wist not where he was. 

And that cup so rare, which the brave St. Clair 

Pid bear from the ghostly crew, 
Wa^ suddenly changed, from the emerald foir, 

To {he ragged whinstone blue ; 
And instead of the ale that manUed there 

Was the murky midnight dew. 

LEYDBN. 
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SIR RALPH THE ROVER. 

No stir in the air, no stir in the sea, 
The ship was still as she might be ; 
Her sails from heaven receiyed no motion — 
Her keel was steady in the ocean. 

Without either sign, or sound of their shock. 
The waves flovT^d over the Inchcape Rock ; 
So little they rose, so little they fell. 
They did not move the Inchcape Bell. 

The abbot of Aberbrothok 
Had floated that bell on the Inchcape Rock ; 
On the waves of the storm it floated and swung, 
And louder and louder it warning rung. ' 

When the rock was hid by the tempest's swell. 
The mariners heard the warning bell ; 
And then they knew the perilous Rock, 
And bless'd the priest of Aberbrothok. 

The sun in heaven shone so gay — 

All things were joyful on that day : 

The seabirds scream'd as they sported round, 

And there was pleasure in their sound. 

The float of the Inchcape Bell was seen, 
A darker speck, on the ocean green ; 
Sir Ralph the Rover walk'd his deck. 
And he fix'd his eye on the darker speck» 

He felt the cheering power of spring. 
It made him whistle, it made him sing : 
His heart was mirthful to excess — 
But the Rover's mirth was wickedq^ss. 
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His eye was on the bell and float — 
Quoth he, my men, put out the boat, 
And row me to the Inchcape Rock, 
And I'll plague the priest of Aberbrothok« 

The boat is lowered, the boatmen row. 
And to the Inchcape Rock they go ; 
Sir Ralph bent oyer from the boat, 
And cut the warning bell from the float. 

Down sunk the b^ll with a gurgling sound ) 
The bubbles rose, and burst around. 
Quoth Sir Ralph, the next who comes to the Rock 
Will not bless the priest of Aberbrothok. 

Sir Ralph the Rover sail'd away ; 
He scour'd the seas for many a day ; 
And now grown rich with plundered store, 
He steers his coarse to Scotland's shore. 

So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky, , 
They could not see the sun on high ; 
The wind hath blown a gale all day ; 
At evening it hath died away. 

On the deck the Rover takes his stand ; 
So dark it is they see no land ; 
Quoth Sir Ralph, it will be lighter soon, 
For there is the dawn of the rising moon. 

Canst hear, said one, the breakers roar? 
For yonder, methinks, should be the shore. 
Now where we are I cannot tell, 
l^ut I wish we could hear the Inchcape Bell. 

They hear no sound, the swell is strong. 
Though the wind hath fallen they drift along, 
Till the vessel strikes vnth a shivering shock — 
Oh Christ! it is the Inchcape Rock ! 
VOL. ui. u H 
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Sir Ralph the Royer tore his hair; - % 

He cursed himself in his despair ; 
The Trayes rush in on every side, 
The ship is sinking beneath the tide. 

But even in his dying fear 
One dreadful sound he seem'd to hear ; 
A sound as if with the Inchcape Bell 
The deyil below was rinipng his knell. 

80UTHEY. 

SCOTTISH BALLAD. 

Fair Lady Ann sat in her bower, 

Adown by the green wode syde ; 
And,the flowres did spring, and the b3nrde8 did sing, 

Twas the merry Mayday tyde. 

But fair Lady Ann on Sir William calFd, 

Wi the tear so big in her ee*, 
O, though thou be fause, may Heayen thee guard 

In the wars ayond the sea I 

Out of the wood cam three bonny boys 

A* nakit as they were borne ; 
And they did sing and play at the ba't 

Upo the simmer's mom. 

O, sevin lang zear wad I sit here 

Among the frost and the sna, 
A t to ha but ane of thae § bonny boys 

A-playing at the ba'. 

Then up and spak the eldest boy, 

Now listen, thou faire ladie, 
And ponder well the read || that I tell, 

Then make you a choice of the three. 

• Eye. t Ball. t All to h«Te. $ Tbew.. 

' II LcHMon, infraction. 
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'Tis I am Peter, and tiiis is Paul, 

And that an&sae fair to see 
Bat a twelmonth sin * syne to Paradise came, 

To join with our companie. 

O, I will hae the sna white boy, 

The bonniest o' the three. 
' And gin I were there and in thy propine t? 

O, what wad ze do wi me V 

^Tis I wad deed thee in silk and gowd Xy 

And nourice thee on my knee f 
' O mither, mither, when I was thine, 

Sic § kindness I could nae see. 

^ Beneath the sod where now I stand. 

The fanse nurse buried me. 
And thy cruel penknife is still in my heart. 

And I come not back to thee.' 

ANONYMOUS. 



BALLAD. 



* See, Warder, yonder banner wave 

Along the frosty air ; 
^Tis the white cross of Edric brave, 

Heaven grants him to my prayer ! 

' Dovni with the bridge !' — ^To meet her knight 

She flew in joyous mood ; 
Nor mark'd the child, who followed light. 

And lingered in the wood. 

' My Adela ! three tedious years 

I've sigh'd for this bless'd hour I 
Still blooms our boyf — 'Like rain my tears 
Have nursed that lovely flower.' 
• Ago, t Gift or manafMNBf . t Gold. $ Snch. 
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* Bar well the gate, for foes are nigh :— 
And bring my diUd/ — * Tib late. 

And waken'd now he'd sob and cry ; 
Till mom, dear Edric, wait.' 

The livelong night the Warder thought 

He heard an infant's wail ; 
The livelong day the mother sought 

Her tioy o'er hill and dale. 

At length she found him by the wall, 

Tears frozen on his face ; — 
She found him — and she shared his pall — 

His dirge — his resting place. 

BUSS MITFORD. 



THE OTAHEITAN MOURNER. 



[Peggy Stewart was tbe ^aaghter of an Otaheitan chief, and 
married to one of the matinees of the Boanty. On Stewarts 
being leised and carried awav in the Pandora Frigate, P^;0 
fell into a rapid decay, and in two months died of a broken 
heart, leaving an infant daughter, who is still living.] 



From the isle of the distant ocean 

My white love came to me ; 
I led the weary stranger 

Beneath the spreading tree. 
With white and yellow blossoms 

I strew'd his pillow there, 
And watch'd his bosom's heaving. 

So gentle and so fair. 

Before I knew his language, 
Or he could talk in mihe, 

We vow'd to love each other, 
And never to resign. 
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O^ then 'twas lovely watching 

The sparkling of his eyes, 
And learn the white man'^s greeting, 

And answer all his ^ghs. 

I taught my constant white love 

To play upon the wave, 
To turn the storm to pleasure, 

And the curling surge to brave. 
How pleasant was our sporting, 

Like»do]phins on the tide ; 
To dive beneath the billow. 

Or the rolling surf to ride. 

To summer groves I led him. 

Where fruit hangs in the sun; 
We lingered by the fountains 

That murmur as they run. 
By the verdant islands sailing*. 

Where the crested seabirds go, 
.We heard the dash of the distant spray, 
And saw through the deeps the sunbeams play. 

In the coral bowers below. 

And when my lover, weary, 

To our woodland couch 'v^ould creep, 
I sang the song that pleased him. 

And crown'd his lids with sleep. 
My kindred much would wonder. 

The white man's love to see ; 
And Otaheitan maidens 

Would often envy me. 

Yet when my white love's forehead 

Would sadden with despair, 
I knew not why the cold drop9 
Should start and quiver there. 
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I knew not why in sliimber 

His heart should tremble so; 
Or lock'd in love's embraces, 

How doubt and fear caaid gprow. 

TiU o'er the bounding billow 

The angry chieftains came ; 
They seized my wretched lorer^ 

They mock'd my anguish'd claim ; 
In iron bands then bound him, 

I flew his fate to share ; 
They tore him from my clasping, 

And threw me to despair. 

Are white men unrelenting, 

So far to cross the sea ; 
Their chieftain's wrongs revenging, 

To tear my love from me ? 
Are Otaheitan bosoms 

No refuge for the brave ; 
Can exile nor repentance 

A wretched lover save? 

No more the Heiva's dancing 

My mournful steps will suit ; 
As when to the torchlight glancing, 

And beating to the flute. 
No more my braided tresses 

With smiling flowers shall bloom ; 
Nor blossom rich in beauty 

Shall lend its sweet perfume. 

All by the sounding ocean 

I sit me down and mourn, 
In hopes his chiefs may pardon him, 

And speed aqr leve's retHm. 
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Can he forget hif Peggy, 

That soothed hif cares to rest? 
Can he forget the baby 

That smiles upon her breast? 

I wish the fearful Tf anting 

Would bind my woes in sleep ! 
And I were a little bird to chase 

My lover o'er the deep ! 
Or if my wounded spirit 

In the death canoe would roye, 
I'd bribe the wind and pitying wave 

To speed me to my love ! 

p. M. JAMES. 



WALCHEREN EXPEDITION; 

OR, 

AN ENGUSHMAN'S LAMENT FOR THE LOSS OF HIS 

COUNTRYMEN. 

Ye brave enduring Englishmen, 

Who dash through fire and flood, « 
And spend with equal thoughtiessness 

Your money and your blood, 
I sing of that black season 
Which all true hearts deplore. 
When ye lay. 
Night and day. 
Upon Walcheren's swampy shore. 

Twas in the summer's sunshine 

Your gallant host set sail 
With valour in each longing heart. 

And vigour in the gale : 
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The Frenchman dropp*d his lau^ter, 
The Fleming's thoughts grew sore. 

As ye came 

In your fame 
To the dark and swampy shore. 

But foul delays encompassed ye, 
More dangerous than the foe. 
As Antwerp's town and its guarded fleet 

Too well for Britons know ; 
One spot alone ye conquer'd, 
With hosts unknown of yore, 
And your might, 
Day and night, 
Lay still on the swampy shore. 

In rain your dauntless mariners 

Motim'd every moment lost. 
In vain your soldiers threw their eyes 
In flame to the hostile coast ; 
' The fire of gallant aspects 
Was doom'd to be no more, 
And your fame 
Sunk with shame 
On the dark and swampy shore. 

Ye died not in the triumphing 
Of the battle-shaken flood. 
Ye died not on the charging field 
In the mingle of brave blood ; 
But twas in wasting fevers, 
For full three months and more, 
Britons bom, 
Pierced with scorn. 
Lay at rot on the swampy shore. 
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No ship came o'er to bring relief, 

No orders came to save ; 
But Death stood there and never stirr'd, 

Still counting for the grave. 
They lay down, and they linger'd, 
And died with feelings sore, 
And the waves 
Pierced their graves 
Through the dark and swampy shore. 

Oh England ! Oh my countrymen ! 

Ye ne'er shall thrive again 
Till freed from councils obstinate 

Of mercenary men : 
So toll for the six thousand 
Whose miseries are o'er, 
Where the deep, 
To their sleep, 
Bemoans on the swampy shore. 

LEIGH HUNT. 



THE OLDE AND NEW BARONNE*. 

A BROTHER bard, I trow, who has mickle witte 

in his pate, . [waste were great ; 

Has sung of a worshipful squire, whose means and 

He lived in golden dales when Elizabeth ruled 

the state. 
And kept a noble house at the olde bountiful rate. 
Like an olde courtier of the queen'i^ 
And the queen's old courtier. 

« See the Olde and Tomig Courtier.— Reliqaet Anc. Poet. 
Vol. U. 

VOL. m. II 
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But, lest our sonnes should say 'past times were 
better than these,' [reader please, 

Well look still further backe, if the courteous 

A hundred years or twain after William crossed 
th^ seas, [and little ease. 

"When our fathers lived, I guesse, in great fear 
Like olde yillaines of their lorde, 

V And their lorde*s old yillaines. 

The baronne, proud and fierce, then kept his castle 

wa', [see nothing at a' 

From whence, though high and steep, ye could 

But a danke and dismalle moore, and a wide 

bridge made to draw [faugh ! 

Over a moate so green, and so stinking, ye cried — 

Like an old baronne of the lande, ' 

And the lande's old barpnne. 

His chambers large and dimme, with gaudy paint- 
ing dight. 
But like no earthly thing e*er seen of mortal wight, 
With chimnies black with smoke, and wihdows of 

greate height. 
That let in store of v/inde,but marvellous little light. 
Like an old baronne of the lande, 
And the lande's olde baronne. 

There in a hall so wide, and colde as any stone. 
He fed, in freezing state, idle fellows a hundred 
and one, [armour on, 

With black and bushy beards and bloode red 
Who, when he gives the worde, to rapine and 
slaughter are gone. 

Like an olde baronne of the lande. 
And the lande's olde baronne. 
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Beneath his flintie tower a noisome dungeon lies, 

Where many wretches pine unseen of mortal eyes, 

They waste the night and day in sobs and doleful 

cries, [skies. 

Ah ! never mo, poor souls ! ye'll ken the cheerful 

Like an olde baronne of the lande, 

And the lande's olde baronne. 

His ladie was indeed a faire and comely flower. 

But she was nothing more than first slave in her 

bower, [stowre. 

She little converse had with her lord so stiff and 

For women he mote deem but toyes for idle hour. 

Like an olde baronne of the lande. 

And the lande's olde baronne. 

No studie the baronne had, for bookes he could 

na reede, 
Ne yet for learned men did he e'er trouble his heade, 
A burley priest he payd to sing masse for his 

father deid. 
And shrive the living lorde — perdie there was 
marvellous neede. 

Like an olde baronne of the lande, 
And the lande's olde baronne. 

If any chiefs less strong provoked his savage ire. 
Their tenants' fields and woods he wastes with 
sword and fire, [WP 

Their castels a' are brent, and midst the smoking 
Their poor defenceless wives, their prettie babes 
expire. 

Like an olde baronne of the lande. 
And the lande's olde baronne. 
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Ah I dianud daies were these of oatrageasdof woe ! 
Such daies as I foresee our sonnes shall nerer know, 
For a race of nobles new prophetick Muses show, 
Who, though some simple be, are better than the' 
olde, I trow. 

like a new baronne of the king's, 
And the king's new baronne. 

Instead of rocky tower, all wrapt in sullen gloome. 
Rise structures faire and graunde as those of an- 
cient Rome, [luxuriant bloome, 
With sloping lawns where flowers and shrubs 
And streames that smiling flow in bankes that 
breathe perfume. 

like a new castle of the londe. 
And the londe's new castle. 

In seats like these, I wis, a far superior kinde. 
The faire, the leam'd, the gay shall cast their 

cares behinde, 
And, when the feast is done, anobler joy shall finde 
In wise and sweet discourse, the banquette of tiie 
minde. 

like a new guest of the baronne. 
And the baronne's new guest. 

The artes of civil life shall then be duly taught, 
And dear domestick peace the first of blessings 
thought; [sought 

The women, slaves no more, by men shall aye be 
As guides', companions, friends, — for so, in sooth, 
they ought. 
Like polish'd damselles of the courte, 
And the courte's polish'd damselles. 
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The lorde shall still reoeive his rents for .house 

and lande, [bande; 

But not to feede and swill a wilde tumultuous 

Defended by the lawes, the weak secure shall 

stande, 
And every poore man eate the labour of his hand. 
Like a free subject of the king's, 
And the king's free subject. 

In senates grave and sage, the peere, a patriot 

growne, [owne, 

Shall watch the publick good as dearly as his 

Our glory strive to spread, where'er the sunne 

has shone, [throne. 

And raise his loyal arme to guard, not shake, the 

like a true noble of the king's. 

And the king's true noble. 

Yet such as these, in troth, ye mun expect but few. 
Some new baronnes shall be ne wise, ne just, ne 
true, [harm can do : 

But so close shall their power be pared they little 
Then happy dales are these, reserved, my sonnes, 
for you ! 

Like free-bom men of old Englonde, 
And old Englonde's free bom men. 

REV. S. HOOLE. 



THE VICAR OF BRAY. 

In good King Charles's golden days. 
When loyalty no harm meant, 

A furious high churchman I was, 
And so I gain'd preferment ; 
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Unto my flock I daily preach'd, 
Kings were by God appointed ; 

And damn'd all those that dare resist 
Or touch the Lord's anointed. 

CHORUS. 

And this is law I will maintain 

Until my dying day, sir, 
That, whatsoever king shall reign, 

I will be Vicar of Bray, sir. 

When royal James possessed the crown. 

And Popery grew in fashiop. 
The penal laws I hooted down. 

And read the Declaration ; 
The church of Rome I found would fit 

Full well my constitution ; 
And I had been a Jesuit 

But for the Revolution. 
And this is law, &c. 

When William, our deliverer, came 

To heal the nation's grievance, 
Another face of things ^as seen — 

I swore to him allegiance. 
Old principles I did revoke. 

Set conscience at a distance ; 
Passive obedience is a joke, 

A jest is nonresistance. 
And this is law, &c. 

When royal Anne became our queen. 
The Church of England's glory. 

Another face of things was seen — 
And I became a Tory. 
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Occasional conformists base 

I damn'd, and moderation ; 
And thought the church in danger was 

By such prevarication. 
And this is law, &c. 

When Greorge in pudding-time came o*er, 

.And moderate men look'd big, sir, 
My principles I changed once more. 

And so became a Whig, sir. 
And thus preferment I procured 

From our Faith's great Defender ; 
And almost every day abjured 

The Pope and the Pretender. 
And this is law, &c. 

The', illustrious House of Hanover, 

And Plrotestant Succession, 
To them I lustily will swear — 

While they can keep possession. 
For, in my faith and loyalty 

I never once will falter ; 
But George my lawful king shall be — 

Unless the times should alter. 
And this is law, &c. 

ANONYMOUS « 



SPRING, 

When daisies pied, and violets blue. 
And lady smocks all silver white. 

And cuckoo buds of yellow hue 
Do paint the meadows with delight^ 
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The cuckoo then on every tree 

Mocks married men^ for thus aings he — 

Cuckoo ! 

Cuckoo! cuckoo! — O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws. 
And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks, 

When turtles tread and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks ; 

The cuckoo then on every tree 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he— 

Cuckoo ! 

Cuckoo ! cuckoo ! — O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

SHAKSPEARE. 



WINTER. 

WuEN icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail. 

And Tom bears logs into the hall. 
And milk comes frozen home in pail ; 

When blood is nipp'd, and ways be foul, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-whoo ! 

Tu-whit ! tu-whoo ! a merry note, 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

When all aloud the ^i^nd doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parson's saw, 

And birds sit brooding in the snow, 
And Marion's nose looks red and raw ; 
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When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl^ 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 
Tu-whoo ! 

Tu-whit ! tu-whoo ! a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

SHAKSPEARE. 



SONG. 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more ; 

Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea and one on shore^ 
To one thing constant never. 
Then sigh not so. 
But let them go. 
And be you blithe and bonny ; 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into hey nonny, nonny. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 

Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
The fraud of men was ever so. 

Since summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh not so, &c. 

^HAKSPEME. 



ARIEL'S SONG. 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I ; 

In a cowslip's bell I lie ; 

There I couch when owls do cry ; 

On the bat's back I do fly, 

After summer, merrily ; 

Merrily, merrily shall I live now 

Under the bloasom that hangs on the bough. 

8HAK8PKARE. 
VOL. UI. K K 
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SONG. 

Take, oh, take those lips away 
That BO sweetly were forsworn ;• 

And those eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the mom : 

But my kisses bring again. 

Seals of love, but seal'd in yain ! 

Hide, oh, hide those hills of snow 
Which thy frozen bosom bears; 

On whose tops the pinks that grow 
Are of those that April wears: 

But first set my poor heart free, . 

Bound in those icy chains by thee ! 

8HAKSPEARE. 



SONG. TO CELIA. 

Drink to me only with thine eyes. 

And I will pledge with mine ; 
Or leave a kiss but in the cup. 

And I'll not look for wine. 
The^thirst that from the soul doth rise 

Doth ask a drink divine. 
But might I of Jove's nectar sup, 

I would not change for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy VTreath, 

Not so much honouring thee. 
As giving it a hope that there 

It could not withered be ; 
But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And senf St it back to me ; 
Since when it grows and smells, I swear. 

Not of itself, but thee. ben jonson. 
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SONG. 

Still to be neat, s^\ to be dressM 
As you were going to a feast ; 
Still to be powder*d, still perfuiped ; 
Lady, it is to be presumed, 
Though, arfs hid causes are not found, 
All is not sweet, all is not sound. 

Qire me a look, give me a face 

That makes simplicity a grace ; 

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free ; 

Such sweet neglect more taketh me 

Than all the' adulteries of art ; 

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 

BEN lONSON. 



SONG. 



Whence comes my love? — Oh, heart, disclose! 
Twas from cheeks that shame the rose ; 
From lips that spoil the ruby's praise ; 
From eyes that mock the diamond's blaze : 
Whence comes my woe, as freely own ;-y 
Ah me ! 'twas from a heart like stone. 

The blushing cheek speaks modest mind ; 
The lips befitting words most kind ; 
The eye does tempt to love's desire. 
And seems to say 'tis Cupid's fire : 
Yet all so fair but speak my moan, 
Sith nought doth say the heart of stone. 

Why thus, my love, so kind bespeak 
Sweet eye, sweet lip, sweet blushing cheek, 
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Yet not a heart to save my pain? 
O Venus ! take thy gifts again. 
Make nought so fair to cause our moan, 
Or make a heart that's like thy own. 

HARRINGTON^ 



SONG. 

LcvE like a beggar came to me^ 
With hose and doublet torn, 

His shirt bedangling from his knee, 
With hat and shoes outworn. 

He ask'd an alms ; I gave him bread, 
And meat too, for his need ; 

Of which when he had fully fed, 
He wishM me all good speed. 

Away he went ; but, as he* turn'd. 

In faith I know not how ! 
He touch'd me so as that I bum'd. 

And am tormented now. 

Love's silent flames and fires obscure 

Then crept into my heart ; 
And, though I saw na bow, I'm sure 

His finger was the dart. 



HERRICK. 



TO ANTHEA. 



Bid me to live, and I will live 

Thy protestant to be ; 
Or bid me love, and I will give 

A loving heart to thee : 
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A heart as soft, a heart as kind, 

A heart as sound and free 
As in the whole world thou canst find, 

That'heart FU gire to thee. 

Bid that heart stay, and it will stay. 

To honour thy decree ; 
Or bid it languish quite away, 

And 't shall do so for thee. 

Bid me to weep, and I will weep 

While I have eyes to see ; 
And having none, yet I will keep 

A heart to weep for thee. 

Bid me despair, and FU despair, 

Under that cypress tree ; 
Or bid me die, and I will dare 

E'en death, to die for thee. 

Thou art my life, my love, my heart. 

The very eyes of me ; 
And hast command of every part. 

To live and die for thee. 

HEBRICK. 



SONG TO THE VIRGINS. 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may. 

Old Time is still a flying ; 
And this same flower, that smiles to-day. 

To-morrow will be dying. 

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun. 

The higher he's a getting, 
The sooner will his race be run. 

And nearer he*s to setting. 
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• 

That age is best which is the first. 
When youth and blood are warmer ; 

But, being spent^ the worse : and worst 
Times still succeed the former. 

Then be not coy, but use your time ; 

And, while ye may, go marry: 
For, haying lost but once your ^prime, . 

You may for ever tarry. 

HERRICK. 



SONG. 



When Fanny, blooming fair. 

First caught my ravished sight. 
Struck witti her shape and air, 

I felt a strange delight : 
Whilst eagerly I gazed, 

Admiring every part. 
And every feature praised, 

She stole into my heart. 

In her bewitching eyes 

Ten thousand loves appear ; 
There Cupid basking lies. 

His shafts are hoarded there : 
Her blooming cheeks are dyed 

With colour all their ovni, 
Excelling far the pride 

Of roses newly blown. 

Her well tum'd limbs confess 
The lucky hand of Jove ; 

Her features all express 

The beauteous ^een of love ; 
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What flames my nerres invade 

When I behold the breast 
Of that too charming maid 

Rise, suing to be pres&'d ! 

Venus round Fanny's waist 

Has her own Cestus bound, 
With guardian Cupids graced, 

Who dance the circle 'round. 
How happy must he be 

Who shall her zone unloose ! 
That bliss to all but me 

May heaven and she refuse. 

EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. 



TO DELIA. 



Dried be that tear, my gentlest love, . 

Be hush'd that struggling sigh. 
Not Season's day nor Fate shall prove 

More fixM, more true than I ! 
Hush'd be that sigh, be dried that tear. 
Cease boding doubt, cease anxious fear. 

Dost ask how long my vows shall stay 
When all that's new is pass'd ? 

How long, my Delia ? can I say 
How long my life will last ? 

Dried be that tear, be hush'd that sigh. 

At least I'll love thee till I die. 
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And does that thought affect thee too^ 

The thought of SyMo's death. 
That he who only breathes for yoro 

Must yield that faithftd breadif 
Hush'd be that sigh, be dried that tear. 
Nor let us lose our heaven here. 

SHERIDAN. 



\ 



SONG. 

IN ' THE STRANGER.' 



I HAVE a silent sorrow here, 

A grief I'll ne'er impart ; 
It breathes no sigh, it sheds no tear, 

But it consumes my heart ! . 

This cherish'd woe, this loved despair, 

My lot for ever be ; 
So, my soul's lord, the pangs I bear 

Be never known by thee ! 

And when pale characters of death 

Shall mark this alter'd cheek ; 
When my poor wasted, trembling breath 

My life's last hope would speak — 

V 

I will not raise my eyes to Heaven, 

Nor mercy ask for me ; 
My soul despairs to be forgiven, 

Unpardon'd, love, by thee. 

SHERIDAN. 
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IN PITY, FOND BOSOM, LIE STILL. 

Yes, now I shall think of &at heart-broken maid 

Whom in days of my childhood I knew ; 
All night she would weep in the cold willow shade. 

And her tears mingle warm with the dew ! 
I have heard her exclaim, as she sadly reclined 

'Mid the willows all drippilig and chill, 
I have heard her exclaim while she shrunk in 

* In pity, fond bosom, lie still V [the wind, 

The youth whom she loved had been torn from 

By a fate too severely unkind, [her arms 

Thus withered, alas ! was the rose of her charms. 

And clouded the beams of her mind ! 
Sweet mourner! thy fortunes may haply be mine, 

And I feel in my heart that they will ; 
Then sad shall I sing, with a sorrow like tiliine^ 

' In pity, fond bosom, lie still !' 

T. MOORE. 



TO HENRY. 

While I hang on your bosom, distracted to lose 
you, [flow. 

High swells my sad heart, and fast my tears 
Yet think not of coldness they fall to accuse you. 

Did I ever upbraid you ? Oh ! no, my love, no ! 

I own it would please me, at home would you 
Nor e'er feel a wish from Maria to go ; [tarry, 
But if it gives pleasure to you, my dear Harry, 
* Shall I blame your departure? Oh! no, my 

love, no ! 
VOL. ni. L l 
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Now do not, dear Hal, while abroad you are 
straying, 
That heart which is mine on a rival bestow ; 
Nay, banish that frown^ such displeasure betray- 
ing, [no! 
Do you think I suspect you? Oh! no, my love, 

I believe you too kind for one moment to grieve me. 
Or plant in a heart which adores you such woe; 

Yet should you dishonour my truth and deceive 

me, [love, no ! 

Should I e'er cease to love you ? Oh ! no, my 

M. G. LEWIS. 



SONG. 



I DANCED with Harriet at the fair. 
And praised her for her jetty hair. 
Which, like the tendrils of a vine. 
About her brow in wanton twine 

Luxuriantly ran ; 
But why I praised her, sweet one, know, 
Because I recollected, so 
The tresses negligently flow 

About the cheeks of Anne. 

One evening in the passion week. 

When Lucy play'd at hide and seek. 

Her black eyes shone like glowworms bright,. 

And led me by their sparkling light 

To find out where she ran ; 
But if I praised them, sweet one, know, 
I recollected, even so 
The black eyes sparkle, bum, an4 glow 

Of gentle mistress Anne. 
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Louisa's lips in kisses meet, 

Like a twin cherry ripe and sweet ; 

In Catherine's breath rich perfume dwells ; 

But ah ! how Julia's bosom swells, 

To charm the gaze of man'! 
Yet if I praise them, sweet one, know. 
They singly but remind me, do 
Lips, breath, and bosom I can show 

All blent in mistress Anne. 

LErn.Y. 



SONG. 



Sweet is the balmy evening hour, 

And mild the glowworm's light, 
And soft the breeze that sweeps the flower 

With pearly dew-drops bright. 
I love to loiter on the hill, 

And catch each trembling ray ; — 
Fair as they are, they mind me still 

Of fairer things than they. 

What is the breath of closing flowers 

But Feeling's gentlest sigh? 
What are the dew-drops' crystal showers 

But tears from Pity's eye ? 
What are the glowworms by the rill 

But Fancy's flashes gay? 
I love them, for they mind me still 
' Of one more dear than they. 

MISS MTTFORD. 



•■? 
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SONG. 

I UKE not beauty's roseate brightness ; 

I like not beauty's sparkling eye : 
Give me the cheek whose marble whiteness 
Feeling's faint blush alone can dye ; 
Give me the pure and tranquil glance 
Where no vain triumphs proudly dance^ 
Serene and blue as heaven's expanse ; — 
Thy cheeks, thine eyes, my Mary ! 

I like not lips for ever smiling ; 

I like not speech for ever gay : 
Give me the softness more beguiling 
Which gently veils vnfs brilliant ray ; 
Give me the mellow voice that tells 
What sweetness in the bosom dwells ; 
The sigh that oft that bosom swells ; — 
Thy voice, thy sigh, my Mary ! 

MISS MTTFORD. 



SONG. 



No — not the eye of tender blue. 

Though, Mary, 'twere the tint of thine, 
Or breathing lip, of glowing hue, 

Might bid the opening rose repine. 
Had long enthrall'd my mind ; 
Nor tint vnth tint, alternate aiding, 

That o'er the dimpled tablet flow. 
The vermil to the lily fading, — 

Nor ringlet bright with orient glow. 
In many a tendril twined. 
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The breathing tifit, the beamy ray, 

The linear harmony divine 
That o'er the form of beauty play, 

Might warm a colder heart than mine, 
But not for ever bind. 
But when to radiant form and feature ' 

Internal worth and feeling join, 
With tempei^ mild and gay good nature, — 

Around the willing heart they twine 

^ The empire of the mind. 

THELWALL. 



SONG. 



Oh, frown not on my. daring vows. 
Thou high-bom maid of Inistore ! 

Well mayst thoii claim a nobler spouse, 
But, Mary, will he love thee more? 

When Winter's howliag storms arise, 
More fondly will he clasp thee round ? 

Gaze with more rapture in thbse eyes. 
Or wake the song's diviner sound? 

Tell thee — * if proud, exalted power 
Had placed him on a royal throne, 

In favouring fortune's brightest hour 
He'd prize her smiles for thee alone !' 



Tell thee — ' if some lone turf were given 
A pillow for his weary head. 

That desert spot to him were heaven. 
If Mary shared his humble bed !' 
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Oh, frown not on my dariag vows 
Thou high-bom maid of Inistore ! 

Well mayst thou claim a nobler spouse, 
But, Mary, will he love thee more ? 

HODGSON. 



SONG. 



Here's the vow she falsely swore. 
Here's the heart she's broken — 

Here's the lock she gave before, 
Ah ! who could doubt the token ? 

Her vow recorded still remains, 
But Where's the lip that swore it ? 

Her ringlet still my neck enchains, 
But Where's the brow that wore it? 

Swiftly flew my hours away 

When faithful Beauty prized me ; 

Slow has dragged the heavy day 
Since faithless Love despised me. 

Yet, perchance, in lonely thought 
Mary's breast may languish ; 

* Seek the solitude I've sought,' 
And share my tender anguish. 

If that thought should e'er arise. 
Oh ! let it not distress her — 

For though her injured lover dies. 
His dying breath shall bless her. 

Here's the vow she falsely swore. 
Here's the heart she's broken — ' 

Here's the lock she gave before. 
Ah ! who could doubt the token? 



HODGSON. 
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TO 



'TwAS not the quick and dazzling glance 
That fires and overpowers the soul. 

And wraps it in delirious trance. 
That bow'd me to thy sweet control : 

No ! 'twas from eyes of heavenly blue, 
. A languid, tender, timid ray, 
Stealing through lids of darkest hue, > 
That won me from myself away. 

*Twas not the firm commanding voice. 
Whose rapid eloquence overflows, 

And seems at homage to rejoice, 

That roused my breast from dull repose : 

No ! 'twas the soft and melting tones, 
Like nectar dropping from thy tongue. 

By which my heart thy empire owns ; 
Its every chord to passion strung. 

And while that winning voice I hear. 
And while those beaming eyes I see. 

Than light or life to me more dear. 
My bosom's sovereign thou must be ! 

R. A. DAVENPOBT. 



SONG. 



When far beneath the western wave the orb of 

day's descended, [mantle spreads, 

And Tvnlight o'er the tired earth her dewy 

And all the birds, save Philomel, their warbled 

strains have ended, [their leafy beds ; 

And, luird by whispering zephyr, sleep within 



i 
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I fly the sound of human voice, the sight of human 

dwelling, [along, 

A melancholy wanderer, to rove the woods 

And there, while tears my eyes o'erflow, while 

grief my heart is swelling) 

I break the silence of the night by many a 

mournful song ! 

OJ ask you why alone I rove, why ceaselessly I 

languish? [bids me wander so: 

^s Love that saddens all my thoughts, tiiat 

But who the maid, whose magic power has fill'd 

my soul with anguish, [must know. 

No mortal ear has ever heard, no mortal .ear 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



SERENADE. 



The gale breathes soft, the moon's pale beam 
Light trembles on the murmuring stream ; 
And while her vigils Silence keeps. 
From sorrow free, tired Labour sleeps ; 
Even the poor vagrant finds repose, 
Nor thinks till morning-dawn of woes ; 
But I, alas! the sad night long 
Awake the lute and plaintive song. 

No more I strive by hardy deed 
To win immortal Glory's meed — 
While others snatch the palm of praise 
I waste in grief the lingering days ; 
With pallid cheek, and sunken eye. 
From all that once was lovely fly ; 
Tell my deep anguish to the air, 
And cherish in my breast despair. 
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But thou, for whom in life's fair bloom 
I sink untimely to the tomb, 
Thou sleep'st, my love, still be thy breast 
With soft and balmy slumbers blessed. 
Sleep on, my Clara ! I must feel 
Awhile those pains no art can heal; 
But near their end in death I see, 
Nor murmur, since I die for thee ! 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



A MORNING SALUTATION. 

Thou rose of my love ! from thy slumber arise ! 
The dawn from the orient empurples the skies ; 
The lark the blue regions of ether explores. 
And exultingly trills his wild notes as he soars ; 
Now they sink in soft murmurs,now rapid and clear 
All their melodies pour on the wondering ear. 
The drops of the dew, liquid gems' of th'e mom, 
Bart their tremulous rays from the white blos- 

\ som'd thorn, 
And opening its leaves to the breath of the gales. 
Each bloom and each floret its fragrance exhales. 
But nor odours nor songs nor bright hues can 

impart 
A pleasure to gladden thy lover's fond heart ; 
When absent from thee he still thinks on thy 

charms, 
And sighs to be folded once more in thy arms. 
Then, rose of my love! in thy beauty appear. 
And the songs and the odours again will be dear ; 
The beams of the dawn with fresh glory be prown'd. 
And the soul of delight breaSie enchantment 

around. r. a. davenport. 

VOL. UI. MM 
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SONG. 

Am — Jes8 MacpkarUme, 

Why ceaseless do I sigh? 

What mean my broken slumbers? 
From busy crowds why fly? 

And breathe but mournful numbers? 

O, 'tis love, 'tis love ! 
O my heart, why beating 
Dost thou ask to die, 
That wish each hour repeating ? 
O, 'tis love, 'tis love ! 

Alas! to soothe my pain. 

No hope my soul can borrow : 
Still must I love in vain ; 
Still nourish silent sorrow ; 

O my love, my love I 
O my love! diough sighing, 
I will not complain. 

But bless thee even in dying : v 
O my love, my love ! 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



SONG. 



Dearest mother, sure I find 

Charms in Damon's every feature ; 

And Damon, innocent and kind, 

Would surely harm no living creature ; 

Yet, when I hear but Damon's name. 

My cheeks are crimson'd o'er with blushes, 

And through all my languid frame 
A strange and sudden tremor rushes ; 
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And sighs my throbbing bosom swell, 
But not the sighs of pain resemble. 

Tell me, dearest mother, tell 

Why thus I blush, 'and sigh, and tremble? 

R. A. DAVENPORT* 



SONG. 



Not ruby clear nor damask rose 
With half so warm a crimson glows 
As that sweet lip that, fraught with bliss, 
Might tempt the frozen hermif s kiss ! 
Yet, though I deem it heaven to sip 
The dewy balm of such a lip, 
And though thou bidst that lip be mine, 
Its honied treasures I resign. 

Fair, smooth, and round, thy heaving bxtast 
Seems form'd for Pleasure's downy nest ! 
There might the doting lover lie 
In all the trance of ecstasy. 
Yet, though so smooth, so round, so white 
It swells, a couch of wild delight. 
And though thou bidst me there recline. 
The profler'd blessing I resign. 

Bright are those eyes ; who dares to gaze 
Shall feel the magic of their rays. 
Shall find, too late, his freedom lost, 
And all his soul in passion toss'd ! 
Yet^ though their radiance dazzling fiEilIs, 
So charms, so tempts, and so enthralls, 
And though with smiles on me they shine. 
Their smiling radiance I resign. 
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What prompts me, then, averse to iy 
The luring lip and breast and eye? 
Know that my proud, imperious heart 
Of aught it loves can yield no part: 
Where'er it reigns, it reigns alone, 
And spurns a rival from its throne *. 
Then, since far other thoughts are thine, 
Thy -witching beauties I resign. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



SONG. 



I AM wearing away like the snow in the sun, 
I am wearing away from the pain in my heart;* 

But ne'er shall he know, who my peace has undone, 
How bitter, how lasting, how deep is my smart. 

I know he would pity — so kind is his soul, 
To him my affliction would agony be ; 

But never, while I can my feelings control. 
The youth whom I love shall know sorrow 
through me. 

Though longing to weep, in his presence I'll smile, 
Call the flush on my cheek the pure crimson of 
health ; 

His fears for my peace by my song I'll beguile, 
Nor venture to gaze on his eyes but by stealth. 

For conscious I am, by my glance is expressed 
The passion that faithful as hopeless will be, 

And he, whom, alas ! I can ne'er render bless'd. 
Shall never, no never, know sorrow through me. 

MRS. OPIB. 

^ Bears, like Uie Turk, no rival near hit throne. Pope, 
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SONG. 

To thy cliffs, rocky Seaton, adieu ! 

And adieu to the roar of thy seas ! 
And adieu to the girl whose insensible heart^ 

Is as hard and as sullen as these! 

Forget the fond echoes you heard ! 

Forget my fond hope and my strain ! 
My strain is neglected, and dead is my hope : — 

But you never shall hear me complain — 

To your clifi«, rocky Seaton, adieu ! 

REV. W. CROWE. 



SONG. 



IN THE STYLE OF MR. CROWE's SONG, ' SEATON 

CLIFFS.' 

From thy waves, stormy Lannow, I fly. 
From the rocks that are lash'd by their tide ; 
From the maid whose cold bosom, relentless as 
Has wrecked my warm hopes by her pride ! [th^y. 
Yet lonely and rude as the scene. 
Her smile to that scene could impart 
A charm that might rival the bloom of the vale ; — 
But away thou fond dream of my" heart ! 
- To thy rocks, stormy Lannow, adieu ! 

Now the blasts of the Winter come on, 
And the waters grow dark as they rise ; 
But 'tis well! — they resemble the sullen disdain 
That has lour'd in those insolent eyes. 
Sincere were the sighs it repress'd, 
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But they rose in the days that are flown ! — 
Oh nymph ! unrelenting and cold as thou art, 
My spirit is proud as thy own. 

To thy rocks, stormy Lannow, adieu ! 

Lo ! the wings of the seafowl are spread. 
To escape the rough storm by their flight ! 
And these caves will afford them a gloomy retreat 
From the winds and the billows of night! . 
Ijke them, to the home of my youth. 
Like them, to its shades I retire ; 
Receive me, and shield my vex'd spirit, ye groves, 
From the storms of insulted desire ! 
From thy waves, rocky Lannow, I fly ! 

MISS SEWARD. 



BALLAD. 

Hast thou escaped the eannon's ire 

Loud thundering o'er the troubled main ? 
Hast thou escaped the fever's fire 

That bums so fierce on India's plain ? 
Then, William, then I can resign. 

With scarce one sigh, the blooming grace 
Which in thy form was wont to shine, 

Which made so bright thy youthful face. 

That face grows wan by sultry clime. 

By watching dim those radiant eyes ; 
But Love disdains the rage of Time, 

Though youth decays, though beauty flies: 
An honest heart is all to me, 

Nor soil nor time makes that look old, 
And dearer shall the jewel be 

Than youth or beauty, fame or gold. 

Miss SEWARD. 
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SONG. 



Now Spring wakes the Maymom^ the sweetest of 
hours [flowers ; 

Calls the lark to the sunbeam, the bee to the 
Calls youth, love, and beauty to hail the new day. 
And twine all their garlands in honour of May ; 
But think not, amid the gay pleasure they bring. 
That moments so jocund will pause on their wing! 

Obey, my fair Laura, the summons that breathes 
In the scent of the flowers, in the hue of the leaves ; 
In the hymn of the woodlands, for love is the lay. 
And fragrance and lustre are types of his sway ; 
More sweet are his accents, more rosy his spring, 
And O! not less rapid the flight of his wing! 

MISS SEWARD. 



SONG. 

Tell me, what can mean this riot 
In my pulse when Damon's nigh ; 

That my breast is never quiet. 
Ever heaving with a sigh? 

If such tokens don't discover 

What it is to be a lover. 

Then, O tell me, what am I ? 

But, alas! poor thoughtless creature! 

By each pulse betray'd, and sigh. 
There's a tongue in every feature. 

And a thousand in the eye. 
Which to Damon will discover 
What it is to be a lover, 

And to tell him, what am I. r. fenton. 
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V SONG. 

Though in the festive circle gay, 
You see me move in frolic measure, 

Mark on my cheek, in purple play. 

The bloom of youth and smile of pleasure ; 

Ah ! think not I am free from care ! 

But think how hard it is to cover 
With smiles the anguish of despair, 

And pity an unhappy lover. 

D. CAREY. 



MARY'S EVENING SIGH. 

With lovely pearl the western sky 

•Is glowing far and wide, 
And yon light golden clouds that fly 

So slowly side by side ; 
The deepening tints, the arch of light, 

E'en I with rapture see ; 
And sigh, and bless the charming sight 

That lures my love from me. 

O hill ! that shadest the valley here, 

Thou bear'st on thy green brow 
The only wealth to Mary dear, 

And all she'll ever know. 
Full in the crimson light I see, 

Above thy summit rise. 
My Edward's form ; he looks to me 

A statue in the skies. 

Descend, my love, the hour is come; 

Why linger on the hiil? 
The sun hath left my quiet home, 

But thou canst see him still ; 
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Yet, why a lonely wanderer stray? ^ 

Alone the joy pursue ? 
The glories of the closing day 

Can charm thy Mary too. 

O Edward, when we stroll'd along 

Beneath the waving com, ; 

And both confess^ the power of song. 

And bless'd the dewy mom ; 
To thy fond words my heart replied 

(My presence then could move), 
* How sweet with Mary by my side. 

To gaze and talk of love.* 

Thou art not false; — that cannot be! 

Yet I my rivals deem 
Each woodland charm, the moss, the tree, 

The silence, and the stream. 
If these, my love, detain thee now, 

111 yet forgive thy stay ; 
But with to-morrow's dawn come thou- — 

We'll brush the dews away. 

BLOOMFIELD. 



/ 
SONG, ON A KISS. 

Humid seal of soft affections ! 

Tenderest pledge of future bliss ! 
Dearest tie of young connexions ! 

Love's first snowdrop, virgin kiss ! 

Speaking silence ! dumb confession! 

Passion's birth and infant play! 
Dovelike fondness, chaste concession, 

Glowing dawn of brighter day ! 

VOL. UI. N N ' 
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Sorrowing joy ! adieu'A last actiiMiy 

Mlien lingering lips no mme miiat join! 

What words can ever speak affectioa 
So liirilling, so sincere as thine t 

Thee the fond youth, untaught and aimple, 
Nor on the naked breast can find. 

Nor yet within the cheek's small dimple 1 
Sole offspring thou of lips oonjoin'd! 

Then haste thee to thy dewy mansion; 

With Hebe spend the laughing day ! 
Dwell in her rubied lips' expansion ! 

Bask in her eyes propitious ray! 

AMomrMOVS. 



SONG. 

Let the lovesick boy, who dies 

If anger beam from Cloe's eyes, 

Bow before the iron rod 

Of the tyrant archer god ; 

Who feeds with dreams of poisoned bowls 

The gloomy, dull, distempered souls 

Of wretched lovers, who despair. 

Because a peevish woman's fair! 

Be mine the little rosy boy 
Whose only chains are chains of joy; 
Who dances on to Lydian measures. 
Surrounded by a troop of pleasures ; 
Mutual wishes, soft desires. 
Such as merry May inspires. 
When in the Twins the sun is glowing. 
And a fragrant zephyr blowing ; 
And sometimes round, his temples twine 
A fillet steeped in mighty wine : 
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But ever let the snow-wing'd dove 
Of sacred faith around him more ; 
Let honour be his eonftant friend. 
And secrecy his steps attend. 

ANONYMOUS. 



A RONDEAU. 

Let prudence point her thorny way, 
Let knaVes invent and fools obey, 
Let cowards bow to reason's shrine ; 
111 be mad with love and wine. 

Let the pedant proud disdain 
Wit and humour's sparkling vein. 
His sluggish feeling never oflRlght 
By one eccentric glowing thought 9 
Be the wreath of fancy, mine, 
I'll be mad with love and wine. 

Let the envious hypocrite 
False and musty saws indite; 
Let the idle moralist 
Mirth's entrancing sway resist; 
Be the course of pleasure mine, 
I'll be mad with love and wine. 

Love to peace Ambition charms, 
Wine the care-chill'd bosom warms ; 
And when its powers no more inspire 
Vivid wit's responsive fire ; 
When the jovial hours are run, 
And the laugh of spirit done ; 
And silence with his blinking eye 
Mocks the parted revelry ; 
Her witching dreams deHght shall shed, 
And yielding beauty crown my bed. 

AI^OHTMOCS. 
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« 

PLEASURE AND DESIRE. 

In yonder bower lies Pleasure sleeping, 

And near him mourns a blooming maid ! 
He will not wake, and she sits weeping ; 

When lo ! a stranger proffers aid : 
His hurried step, his glance of fire, 

The god of wishes wild declare ! 
' Fond Pleasure, wake!' exclaims Desire, 

And Pleasure wakes to bless the fair. 

But soon the nymph, in evil hour. 

Desire asleep is doom'd to view; 
* Try, Pleasure, try,' she cries, * your power. 

And wake Desire, as he woke you.' 
Fond girl, thy prayer exceeds all measure. 

Distinct must each his province keep : 
Desire must still awaken Pleasure, 

And Pleasure lull Desire to sleep* 

M. G. LEWIS. 



SONG. 

I*VE roam'd through many a weary round, 

I've wander'd east and west ; 
Pleasure in every clime I found. 

But sought in vain for rest. 

While Glory sighs for other spheres, 

I feel that one's too wide. 
And think the home which love endears 

Worth all the world beside. 

The needle thus, too rudely moved, 

Wanders unconscious where, 
Till having found the place it loved. 

It trembling settles there. x. moore. 
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SONG. THE MAID OF CATMOSE. 

Did you see my fair one ever 

In her vernal mom of love ? 
She was sweet as blooming heather^ 

Soft as turtle of the grove. 

Oh ! when first my eyes beheld her, 

Blushing in her early teens ! 
Rose nor lily e'er ezcelFd her, 

Though the garden's rival queens. « 

Budding; like the Paphian myrtle, 
« Softly sweird her virgin breast : 
There beneath the modest kirtle 
Love yet slumber'd in his nest. 

Mild her eyebeam, sweetly playing, 
Like the morning's tender light ; 

Through the. silken lashes straying, 
Shafts resistless wing'd their flight. 

One sly comer, all so bright in, 

Lo ! a beveVd vein appear. 
Love had stolen his grandsire's lightning, 

And conceal'd the plunder here. 

Such my fair one, brightly glowing, 

Blossom'd in her vemal hour. 
Time, each mental charm bestowing. 

Give the fruit, but spare the flower. 

THELWALL. 
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FRIENDSHIP, LOVE, AliD TRUTH. 

When Friendship, Love, and Truth abound 

Among a band of brothers. 
The cup of joy goes gaily round — 

Each shares the bliss of others : 
Sweet roses grace the thorny way 

Along this vale of sorrow ; 
The flowers that sh^ their leaves to-day 

Shall bloom again to-morrow : 
How grand in age, how fair in youth 
Are holy Friendship, Love, and Truth ! 

On halcyon wings our moments pass, 

Life's cruel cares beguiling ; 
Old Time lays dovm his sithe and glass, 

In gay good humour smiling : 
With ermine beard and forelock gtaj 

His reverend front adorning, 
He looks like Winter tnm'd to -May, 

Night soften'd into. morning! 
How grand in age, how fair in youth 
Are holy Friendship, Love, and Truth ! 

From those delightful fountains ^w 

Ambrosial rills of pleasure : 
Can man desire, can heaven bestow 

A more resplendent treasure ? 
Adom'd with gems so richly bright, 

We'll form a constellation, 
Where every star, with modest light. 

Shall g^d his proper station. 
How grand in age, how fair in youth 
Are holy Friendship, Love, and Truth ! 

MONTGOMERY. 
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THE SOLDIER. 

What dreaming drone was ever bless'd 

By thinking of the morrow ? 
To-day be mine, I leave the rest 

To all the fools of sorrow : 
Give me the mind that mocks at care ; 

The hearty its own defender ;. 
The spirits that are light as air, 

And never beat surrender. 

On comes the foe, — to arms — -to arms, — 

We meet, — 'tis death or glory : 
Tis victory in all her charms, 

Or fame in Britain's story. 
Dear native land ! thy fortimes frown, 

And rufiSans would enslave thee ; 
Thou land of honour and renown. 

Who would not die to save thee ? 

TPis you, 'tis I that meet the ball ; 

And me it better pleases 
In battle with the brave to fslU 

Than die of cold diseases ; 
Than drivel on in elbow chair, 

With saws and tales unheeded, 
A tottering thing of ache and care, 

Nor longer loved nor needed. 

But thou, dark is thy flowing hair. 

Thine eye with fire is streaming ; 
And o'er tbf cheek, thy looks, thine air. 

Health sits in triumph beaming. 
Then, brother soldier, fill the wine, 

Fill high the vnne to beauty ; 
Love, friendship, honour, all are thine, 

Thy country and thy duty. w. smyth. 
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SONG. 

When the black-letter'd list to the gods was pre- 
sented 
(The list of what Fate for each mortal intends), 
At the long string of ills a kind goddess relented. 
And slipp'd in three blessings, wife, children, 
and friends. 

In vain surly Pluto maintain*d he was cheated. 
For justice divine could not compass its ends; 

I'he scheme of man's penance he swore was de- 
feated, [and friends. 
For earth becomes heaven with wife^ childreD, 

If the stock of our bliss is in stranger hands vested, 
The fund ill secured oft in bankrtiptcy ends; 

But the heart issues bills which are never protested 
When drkwn on the firm of wife, children, and 
friends. 

Though valour still glows in his life's waning 
embers, 
The death-wounded tar,who his colours defends, 
Drops a tear of regret as he dying remembers 
How bless'd was his home with wife, children^ 
and friends. 

The soldier, whose deeds live immortal in story, 
Whom duty to far distant latitudes sends. 

With transport would barter whole ages of glory 
For one happy day with vnfe, children, and 
friends. 
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Though spice-breathiDg gales o'er his caravan 

hover, ' [ascends, 

Though round him Arabia's whole fragrance 

The merchant still thinks of the woodbines that 

cover [and friends. 

The bower where he sat with wife, children. 

The dayspring of youth, still unclouded by sorrow. 
Alone on itself for enjoyment depends ; 

But drear is the twilight of age if it borrow 
No warmth from the smiles of wife, children, 
and friends. 

Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nourish 
The laurel which o*er her dead favourite bends ; 

0*er me wave the willow ! and long may it flou- 
rish, [friends* 
Bedew'd with the tears of wife, children^ and 

Let us drink — ^for my song, growing graver and 

graver, 

To subjects too solemn insensibly tends ; 

Let us drink — ^pledge me high — Love and Virtue 

shall flavour [friends. 

The glass which I fill to wife, children, and 

HON. W. R. SPENCER. 



THE MELANCHOLY MOTHER'S 
CRADLE SONG *. 

Hush, my baby ! hush to rest ! 

Slumber bless thy pillow : 
Sleep no more shall calm this breast, 

Toss'd like ocean's billow. 

* Written for an air composed by my friend, S. C. Brown, Esq. 
VOL. UI. O O 
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Hush, my babe ! may Peace still spread 

O'er thy couch her pinion ; 
Though thy hapless mother's head 

Bends to woe's dominion. 

Since, despising love and truth, 

Stem thy father parted, 
Bow'd to earth, in early youth 

I perish broken hearted. 

R. A. DAVENPOIIT. 



THE PRAISES OF WINE. 

Oh moment most bless'd in tiie short life of m^n! 
Brightest spot of enjoyment in time's gloomy spas ! 
When, just languid enough for delight, we recline 
By the. fire's cheerful blaze o'er the &8t flowing 



wme, 



With sensations too soothing for words to express, 
Alive to all joy, dead to every distress. 
Then, then gushing forth from the rapturous soul) 
Good humour and genius unitedly roll ; [Youth, 
Laughing Friendship recounts all the pastimes of 
And at least we display that one excellence — truth. 
Cold prudence is banished, hypocrisy dies. 
And the warm honest spirit looks out at the eyes. 

With sarcastic reflections let Rasselas paint 
The sinner convivial, a hermit the saint : 
But, annals of convents ! full well can ye show 
That stagnation engenders corruption below ; 
And though heavenly retirement may purify man, 
Monastic retirement on earth never can. 
Nay, vain is the censure that aims at the mind. 
And describes the good fellow to dulness confined, 



BALLADS AND 80MG8. 28S 

Calls his mirth yoid <^ fancy, his joy insineere — 
Who can recognise Oldham and Rochester here ? 
Or, to leaye those choice wits and choice fellows 

of yore, 
Who will own tikis the picture of Morris and Moore ? 

Wine mitigates sorrow, wine stimulates joy 1 
Its virtues ne'er fail, its delights neyer cloy — 
It gives strength to the weak, gentle thoughts to 

the strong; 
Renovation to hope, inspiration to song : 
Age gathers fresh verdure from wonderful wine. 
And the best bloom of you^, radiant liquor, is 

thine ! 
Thou easest the captive, thou lulFst to repose 
The sad eye that too long has forgotten to close ; 
All, all canst thou conquer — ah! wouldst thou ' 

but prove 
Victorious for me over absence and lore. 

WNDGSON. 



DRINKING SONG. 

I CANNOT eat but little meat. 

My stomach is not good ; 
But sure I think that I can drink 

With him that wears a hood. 
Though I go bare, take ye no care, 

I am nothing a cold, 
I stuff my skin so full within 

Of jolly good ale and old. 
Back and side go bare, go bare. 

Both foot and hand go cold ; 
But, belly, God send thee good ale enough. 

Whether it be new or old. 
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I have no roast but a nut-brown toast. 

And a crab laid in the fire ; ' 
A little bread shall do me steady 

Much bread I not desire. 
No frost, no snow, no wind, I trow. 

Can hurt me if I wold, 
I am so wrapped and thoroughly lapp'd 

Of jolly good ale and old. 
Back and side go bare, &c. 

And Tib, my wife, that as her life 
Loveth well good ale to seek, 
" Full oft drinks she till ye may see 
The tears run dovni her cheek : 
' TThen doth she troll to me the bowl. 

Even as a maltworm should. 
And saith, ' Sweetheart, I took my part 

Of this jolly good ale and old.' 
Back and side go bare, &c. 

Now let them drink till they nod and wink. 

Even as good fellows should do ; 
They shall not miss to have the bliss 

Good ale doth bring men to ; 
And all poor souls that have 8cour*d bowls. 

Or have them lustily trouVd, 
God save the lives of them andthek wives, 

Whether they be young or old. 

STILL. 

1566. 
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ANACREONTIC, 

FREELY IMITATED FROM THE LATIN OF WALTER 

D£ MAPES. 

I'll in a tavern end my days mid boon companions 
merry, [sherry. 

Place at my lips a lusty flask replete with sparkling 

That angels hovering round may cry, when t lie 
dead as door nail, 

' Rise, genial deacon, rise and drink of the well 
of Life Eternal/ 

'Tis wine the fading lamp of life renews with fire 
celestial, [terrestrial ; 

And elevates the raptured sense above this globe 

Be mine the grape's pure juice unmix'd with any 
base ingredient, [no need on't. 

Water to heretics I leave, sound churchmen have 

Various implenients belong to every occupation ; 

Give me a haunch of venison — and a fig for in- 
spiration ! [indite 'em. 

Verses and odes without good cheer I never could 

Sure he who meager days devised is d — d ad in- 
finitum! 

\ 
When I exhaust the bowl profound find generous 

liquor swallow, [bers follow ; 

Bright as the beverage I imbibe the generous num- 
Your sneaking water drinkers all, I utterly con- 
demn 'em; [Agamemnon. 
He that woul4 write like Homer must drink Uke 
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Mysteries and prophetic truths, I never could un- 
fold 'em [ham ; 

Widiout a flagon of good wine and a slice of cold 

But when I've drain'd my liquor out, and eat 
whaf 8 in the dish up. 

Though I am but an archdeacon, I can preach like 
an archbishop. hvddisford. 



ANACREONTIC. 

Ir when the sparkling goblet flows^ 

I braid my temples with the rose. 

And while, reflected o'er the brim, 

I see the deepening blushes swim, 

With wilder ecstacies of soul 

1 bid the tide of Bacchus roll— ^ 

'TIS that the blush that paints the rose, 

A type of thee, my fair, bestows ; 

And bathed within the cup I'd be 

That glows with love, and glows of thee. 

If, when retiring to repose. 
Still in my chamber bloom the rose. 
And, twined in many a wreathy string. 
O'er all my couch a fragrance fling. 
Which, scattering on my fervid breast. 
Soothes me with opiate charm to rest — 
'Tis that the fragrance of the rose 
The breathing of thy lip bestows ; 
And dreams of bliss it wafts to me. 
That breathe of love, and breathe of thee. 

Then come, Na^ra, sweeter rose ! 
For whom my restless fancy glows ; 
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ome, whelm in dearer joys the soul 
han eyer bathed in flowing bowl ; 
ome, and in waking kisses deal 
ach rapture as my dreams reveal ; 
nd while with mingling soul I sip 
lie balmy fragrance of thy lip, 
[ore, more than vision'd bliss 'twill be — 
wake for love, and wake for thee. 

THELWALL. 



A BALLAD OF SIMILES. 

ife, like a bubble, evaporates fast, 
must take off your wine if you wish it to last ; 
a bubble may soon be destroyed with a puff, 
is not kept floating in liquor enough. 

fe's like a flower, as grave moralists say, 
a very good thing, understood the right way ; 
, if life is a flower, every blockhead can tell, 
3U*d have it look fresh, you must water it well: 

t life is a journey no mortal disputes, [boots ; 
n well liquor our brains, boys, instead of our 

I each toper shall own, on life's road as he reels, 
t a spur in the head is worth two on the heels. 

fe's like a lamp, then, to make it shine brighter, 

II assign to Madeira the post of lamplighter, 
11 cherish the flame with Oporto so stout, 

I drink brandy-pimch till we're fairly bum'd 
out. 

world to a theatre liken'd has been, 
ere each one around bears his part in the scene ; 
is ours to be tipsy, 'tis matter of fact [act. 
t the more you all drink, boys, the better you'll 
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Life fleets, like a dream, like a TiBion appears, 
Some laugh in their slumbers, and others shed 
tears ; [be said, 

But of us, when we wake from our dream, 'twill 
That the tears of the tankard were all that we 

shed. ANONYMO08. 



SONG. 



dam s^rta, aagvenU, paella 



Posolnnn, obrepit non intellecta Senectus. Jmv. 

Short is the breath of life, aixd short 
Hie fleeting joys that life can give; 

Those fleeting joys let wisdom court 
While feeling yet and passion live. 

Soon freezing age, with sick distaste. 
The grave of bliss, the nurse of woe, 

Shall steal the wreath which Nature placed 
On joyous youth's exulting brow. 

While yet the swelling goblet flows, 
And sorrow yields to revel's power. 

While blossoms yet the breathing rose. 
And laughter speeds the jovial hour ; 

While yet in ardent youth we fly. 
Pregnant of life and hope, to sip 

Nectareous dew, entrancing joy ! 
From blushing Beauty's rosy lip ; 

Their sudden shafts the fates dispense, 
And wither all the beauteous dream. 

Or tasteless age steeps every sense 
In apathy's oblivious stream. 
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Then still while love and young desire 
Play through the reins and warm the soul, 

Bum, bum with love's exalting fire, 
And drink to beauty's health the bowl. 

L. 1". 



I 



ANACREONTIC SONG. 

Come, thou soul-reviving cup, 

And try thy healing art; 
Light the Fancy's visions up. 

And warm my wasted heart ! 
Touch with glowing tints of bliss 

Memory's fading dream ; 
Give me, while thy lip I kiss. 

The heaven thaf s in thy stream. 

In thy fount the Lyric Muse 

Ever dipped her wing, 
Anacreon fed upon thy dews, 

And Horace drain'd thy spring ! 
I too, humblest of the train, 

There my spirit find, 
Freshen there my languid brain, — 

And store my vacant mind ! 

When, bless'd cup, thy fires divine 

Pierce through Time's dark reign, 
All the Joys that once were mine 

I snatch from Death again ; 
And, though oft fond anguish rise 

O'er my melting mind, 
Hope still starts to Sorrow's eyes^- 

And drinks the tear behind ! 
VOL. in. p P 
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Ne'er, sweet cup, was votary bless'd 

More through life than me ; 
And that life, with grateful breast. 

Thou seest I give to thee ! 
'Midst thy rose-wreath'd nymphs I pass 

Mirth's sweet hours away; 
Pleased while Time runs through the glass 

To Fancy's brighter day ! 

Then, magic cup, again for me 

Thy power creative try ; 
Again let hope-fed Fancy see 

A heaven in Beautjr's eye ! 
O, lift my lighten'd heart away 

On Pleasure's downy wing. 
And let me taste that bliss to-day 

To-morrow may not bring I 

CAPTAIN MORBIS. 



son6. 



Fill the goblet again ! for I never before 
Felt the glow which now gladdens my heart to 
iih core ; [varied round 

Let us drink ! who would not? since through life's 
In the goblet alone no deception is found. 

t have tried in its turn all that life can supply; 
I have bask'd in the beam of a dark rolling eye; 
I have loved ! who has not ? but what heart can ; 

declare 
That pleasure existed while passion was there? 
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3[d the days of my youth, when the heart's in its 

spring, 
And dreams that affection can never take wing, 
I had friends ! who has not? but what tongue will 

avow 
That friends, rosy wine ! are so faithful as thou ? 

The breast of a mistress some boy may estrange, 
Friendship shifts with the sunbeam — ^thou never 

canst change ; [what appears 

Thou grow'st old, who does not? but on earth 
Whose virtues, like thine, still increase with its 

years ? ' 

Yet if blessed to the utmost that love can bestow. 
Should a rival bow down to our idol below, 
We are jealous! who*s not? — thou hast nasuch 

. alloy, 
For the more that enjoy thee, the more we enjoy. 

Then the season of youth and its vanities pass*d. 
For refuge we fly to the goblet at last ; 
There we find, do we not? in the flow of the soul. 
That truth, as of yore, is confined to the bowl ! 

When the box of Pandora was open'd on earth. 
And Misery's triumph commenced over Mirth ; 
Hope was left, was she not? but the goblet we kiss, 
An4 care not for Hope, who are certain of bliss. 

Long life to the grape! for when summer is flown 
The age of our nectar shall gladden our ovni ; 
•We must die, who shall not? may our sins be for- 
given. 
And Hebe shall never be idle in heaven. 

LORD BYRON. 
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ANACREONTIC *. 

Heed do more the coming morrow. 

Laugh at futare care, 
Snatch the present hour from sorrow, 

Revel light as air ! 
- jShed around a shower of roses, 

Call on Music's powers : 
We, while Dulness safe reposes. 

Live the passing hours. 

Fly, ye moody sons of Sadness, 

Fly to deserts drear ! 
Here each bosom swells with gladness. 

Mirth is master here. 
Life to us its sweets discloses, 

Strews our path with flowers ; 
We, while Dulness safe reposes. 

Live the passing hours ! 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



SONG, 
WRTTTEN IN 1788. 

O'er the vine-cover'd hills and fair valleys of 

See the daystar of Liberty rise, [France 

Through clouds of detraction unwearied advance. 

And hold its new course in the skies. 
An effulgence so mild, with a lustre so bright, 

All Europe with wonder surveys. 
And from deserts of darkness and dungeons of 

Contends for a share in the blaze. [night 

* This song was written for a German Afar, the words of 
which begin with ' Bin ein trauner Sthueitntr Modchen^ f^c. 



BALLADS AND SOV6I. 203 

liCt Biirke> like a bat, from its splendour retire, 

A splendour too strong for his eyes ; 
Let pedants and fools his effusions admire, 

Entrapped in his cobwebs like flies. 
Shall frenzy and sophistry hope to prevail 

When reason opposes her weight. 
When the welfare of millions is hung in the scale. 

And the balance yet trembles with fate ? 

Ah ! who mid the darkness of night would abide 

That can taste the sweet breezes of mom ? 
And who that has drunk of the crystalline tide 

To the feculent flood would return? 
When the bosom of beauty the throbbing heart 

Ah ! who would the transport decline ? [meets. 
And who that has tasted of Liberty's sweets 

The prize— but with life— would resign? 

But 'tis over, high Heaven the decision approves, 

Oppression has struggled in vain ; 
To the hell she had form'd Superstition removes. 

And Tyranny gnaws her ovni chain. 
In the records of Time a new era unfolds. 

All nature exults in the birth, 
His creation benign the Creator beholds, 

And gives a new charter to earth. 

O, catch its high import, ye winds, as ye blow ! 

O, bear it, ye waves, as ye roll ! 
From the nations that feel the sun's vertical glow 

To the farthest extremes of the Pole. 
Equal rights, equal laws to the nations around. 

Peace and firiendship its precepts impart; 
And wherever the footsteps of man can be found, 

May he bind the decree on his heart. 

ROflOOE. 
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THE HELOrS SONG. 

God of Annies, break my chain ; 
Libad me to the' embattled plain, 
Where thy daring eons advance, 
Bend the bow, and wield the lance ;-— 
Shafts are whizzing on the string ! 
Hark ! the shouts of combat ring ! 
Nerve the limbs, the bosom steel ; 
Men their wounds no longer feel. 
God of Armies, hear ! 

Long these eyes have pour'd a flood; 
Others now shall weep in blood : 
Now the fierce insulting foe 
Shall partake the Helof s woe ; 
Gasping on the well fought field. 
Tyranny her scourge shall yield. 
Couch the javelin— urge the steed — 
Try how gallant men can bleed. 
God of Armies, hear ! 

Hear the proud exulting cry, 
When the noble spirits fly, 
Soaring from the mortal cage. 
Only subject of your rage, 
Bafiied tjrrants ! ' weep forlorn. 
Break the scourge, your rage we scorn, — 
Mars, receive our votive breath, — 
Give us freedom, give us death!' 
God of Armies, hear ! 

When the bones on earth shall lie. 
Weltering to the summer's sky. 
Though no sepulture they find. 
Though they whiten to the wind. 
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Yet eiult not, haughty foe. 
Deem them not a sight of woe : 
On the field they shall remain, 
Trophies of the glorious slain ! 
God of Armies, hear ! 

Strains of war let clarions sing:, 
Let the shouts of battle ring. 
Let the volley'd weapons fly. 
Dust of combat dim the sky ! 
In the dread conflicting hour, 
Freedom, let me own thy power; 
Freedom, take my parting breath. 
Godlike trance, ennobled death!— ' 
God of Armies, hear ! 

Freedom now revives, though late ; 
Maid divine, to wed with Fate; 
For the nuptial pomp, around 
Banners wave, and trumpets sound^ 
Veins of men libations pour, 
Sacred to the genial hour: 
Be their offspring death or life. 
Lead me to the generous strife. 
God of Armies, hear ! 

Mid the din of mortal harms, 
Fold me. Freedom, in thine arms : 
liet me in thy lap be laid 
When the final debt is paid. 
Still the foe, possess'd with dread. 
Shall confess a man lies dead : 
Valiant Helots, never yield — 
Follow, follow to the field! 

God of Armies, hear ! prssiov. 
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SONG OF THE GREEKS. 

Again to the battle,, Achaians! 
Our hearts bid the tyrants defiance; 
Our land, the first garden of Liberty's tree — 
It has been, and shall yet be, the land of the £ree ! 
^For the cross of our &ith is replanted, 
The pale dying crescent is daunted; [slaves 

And we march that the foot-prints of M ahomef s 
May be wash'd out in blood from our forefather's 
Their spirits are hovering o'er us, [graves. 

And the sv«rord shall to glory restore us. 

Ah ! virhat though no succour advances, 

Nor Christendom's chivalrous lances 

Are stretchM in our aid — be the combat our own ! 

And we'll perish or conquer more proudly alone. 

For we've sworn by our country's assaulters, 

By the virgins they've dragg'd from our altars, 

By our massacred patriots, our children in chains, 

By our heroes of old, and their blood in our veins, 

That living, we shall be victorious ! 

Or that dying, our deaths shall be glorious ! 

A breath of submission we breathe not ; 
The sword that weVe drawn we vdll sheath not; 
Its scabbard is left where our mart3rrs are laid, 
And the vengeance of ages has whetted its- blade. 
Earth may hide, waves engulf, fire consume us ; 
But they shall not to slavery doom us : 
If they rule, it shall be o'er our ashes and graves ; 
But we've smote them already with fire on the 

waves. 
And new triumphs on land are before us. 
To the charge ! Heaven's banner is o'er us. 
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This day shall we blush for its story, 
Or brighten our lives with its glory ! [spair. 
Our women — Oh, say^ shall uey shriek in de- 
Or embrace us from conquest with wreaths in their 
Accursed may his memory blacken, [hair? 

If a coward there be that would slacken, 
Till weVe trampled the turban, and shown our- 
selves worth [earth. 
Being sprung from, and named for, the godlike of 
Strike home — and the world shall revere us 
As heroes descended from heroes. 

Old Greece lightens up with emotion 
Her islands, her isles of the ocean ; [nngy 

Fanes rebuilt, and fair towns shall with jubilee 
And the Nine shall new hallow theift Helicon's 
Our hearths shall be kindled in gladness, Jspriug. 
That were cold and extinguished in sadness ; 
Whilst our maidens shall dance with their white 

waving arms. 
Singing joy to the brave that delivered their charms. 
When the blood of yon Mussulman cravens 
Shall have crimson'd the beak of our ravens! 

CABIPBELL. 



CHEROKEE DEATH SONG. 

The sun sets in night, and the stars shun the day. 
But glory remains when their lights fade away; 
Begin, ye tormentors ! your threats are in vain, 
For the son of Alknomook shall never (K)mplain. 

TOL. UI. Q Q 
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Remember the arrows he shot from his bow,— 
Remember your chiefs by his hatchet laid low: 
Why so slow? Do yoijiwait till I shrink from tht 

pain? 
No, the son of Alknomook will never complfun. 

Remember the wood where in timbush we lay^ 
And the scalps which we bore from your nation 

away — 
'Sow the fire rises fast, you exult in my pain. 
But the son of Alknomook can never complain. 

I go to the land where my father is gone. 
His ghost shall rejoice in the fame of his Bon.9 
Death comes like a friend, he relieves me from pain. 
And thy son, X) Alknomook, has scom'd to com- 
plain. MRS. HUNTER. 



ILLINOIS DEATH SONG, 

Rear'd midst the war-empurpled plain^ 
What Illinois submits to pain! 
How can the glory-darting fire 
The coward chill of death inspire ! 

The sun a blazing heat bestows. 
The moon midst pensive evening glows. 
The stars in sparkling beauty shine. 
And own their flaming source divine. 

nien let me hail the' immortal fire. 
And in the sacred flames expire ; 
Nor yet thos6 Huron hands restrain ; 
This bosom scorns the throbs of pain. 
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No griefs this warrior soul can bow, 
No pangs contract this even brow ; 
Not all your threats excite a fear, 
Not all your force can start a tear. 

Think not with me my tribe decays, 
More glorious chiefs the hatchet raise ; 
Nor unrevenged their Sachem dies. 
Nor unattended greets the skies. 

BfRS. MORTON. 



A MAROON SONG. 



Haste, haste, my companions ! the night dews 

are o'er ; [are flown ; 

From the mist«skirted mountains the shadows 

The bright morning star calls to the chase of the 

boar, [groan. 

And the rock*s secret echoes are waiting his 

0*er the deep tangled thicket our toils shall prevail, 
In vain to the steep cliff the savage shall run ; 

Where the cocoa Waves gay to the balm-scented 
gale. 
And the aloe expands its tall spires to the sun. 

Ye spirits that triumph'd in death o'er your foe, 
But left the dark sons of your race to complain ; 

Ye that bade, in your anguish, the heirs of your W6e 
Be the heirs of your hatred,'the chiefs of disdain ; 

If ye sail in your pride on the sun's slanting beam, 
If ye robe your stem shades in the misfs fleet- 
ing form; 
Or if rather ye joy in the lightning's fierce gleam, 
And stride on the whirlwind, and trample the 
storm; 
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O, come on your clouds, o'er the wide-rolling wave, 
To the hills of our freedom in triumph repair; 

For the blue-mantled mountains are trod by the 
brave, 
And the dark-dwelling sons of defiance are there. 

Hark ! the horn's swelling tones call to danger 

away, [passM, 

And when the stem course of our pleasure is 

Though the whirlwinds of heayen wake around 

us their sway, [blast. 

We will heed not the tempest, and sing to the 

Haste, haste, my companions! the night dews 

are o'er ; [are flown ; 

From the mist-skirted mountains the shadows 

The bright morning star calls to the chase of the 

boar, [groan. 

And the rock's secret echoes are waiting his 

p. BI. JABIES. - 



SONG TO ZEPHYR. 

Zephyr ! whither are you straying, 

Tell me where ? 
With prankish girls in gardens playing. 

False as fair? 
A butterfly's light back bestriding, 
Queen bees to honeysuckles guiding,' 
Or in a swinging harebell riding. 

Free from care ? 

Before Aurora's car you amble 

High in air ; 
At noon, when Neptune's seanymphs gambol. 

Braid their hair ; 
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When on the tumbling biUows rolling, 

Or on the smooth sands idly strolling, 
Or in cool grottos they lie lolUng, 
You sport there. 

To chase the moonbeams up the mom|imins 

You prepare ; /: . 

Or dance with elves on brinks of fountains, 

Mirth to share ; 
Now seen with lovelorn lilies weeping. 
Now with a blushing rosebud sleeping, 
While fays, from forth their chambers peeping, 
. Cry, O rare ! 

LEFTLY. 



FAIRY SONG; 



Would you the fairy regions see. 
Hence to the green woods run with me ; 
From mortals safe, the livelong night, 
There countless feats the fays delight. 
Where bums the glowworm's lamp so blue, 
One gives each flower its proper hue ; 
While, near, his busy huswife weaves 
Ribands of grass and mantling leaves ; 
Some teach young plants with grace to moVe, 
Some lead the woodbine to her love, 
Some strew the shores with shells and sand. 
While others pilot weeds to land : 
By moonlight these their labours free. 

Then follow me, follow me, 
And the chaffer's bugle our guide shall be. 

LEFTLY. 
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TO THE WATERNYMPHS, 

ON DRINKING AT A FOUNTAIN.^ 

■ Reach with your whiter hands to me 
Some crystal of the spring ; 
And I about the cup shall see 
Fresh lilies flourishing : 

Or else, sweet nymphs, do you but this ; 

To the' glass your lips incline — 
And I shall see, by that one kiss. 

The water tum'd to wine. 

fiERRICK. 



THE POPLAR. 

No watchdog disturbed the calm season of rest, 
And the daybeams were faintly the moiintain 
adorning; 
The night dew still hung on the eglantine's breast, 
And the shrill cock first broke the sweet silence 
of morning. 

To the haunts of his childhood, the scenes of his 
sport, 
A wanderer came in the stillness of sorrow, 
The magic of life's early vision to court. 

And the sweetest of hours from remembrance 
to borrow. 

But the field of his culture was dreary and wild, 

And drear were the bowers where the rose once 

was blowing ; 

The dark weed had grown where the garden had 

smiled, [glowing. 

And a wilderness spread where late beauty was 
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Yet one poplar survived, and was lofty and fair, 
'Twas the pride of his youth, when its sun rose 
enchanting ; 
And Affection had treasured his memory there, 
And had hallow'd his name on tlie tree of his 
planting. 

Unknown was the hand that thus witnessed its 

truth, [beaming; 

Unknown was the heart with affection thus 

But the wanderer thought on the friend of his 

youth, [were streaming. 

And his spirit wa^bless*d, though his tear-drops 

Thou flower of {iffection, entwining the heart, 
To deck the drear scene of our wanderings 
given ; 
Thy balm to our ^rief can its healing impart. 
And thy blossoms of light caught their beauty 
from heaven. p. m. james. 



THERE'S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE. 

And are you sure the news is true? 

And are ye sure he's weel? 
Is this a time to think of wark ! 

Mak haste, lay by your wheel j 
Is this the time to spin a thread 

When Colin's at the door ! 
l^each me my cloak, I'll to the quay 

And see him come ashore. 
For there's nae luck about the house, 

There is nae luck at aw ; 
There's little pleasure in the house 

When our gudeman's awa. 
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And gie to me my bigonet. 

My bishop's satm gown ; 
For I maun tell the bailie's wife 

That Colin's come to town. 
My Turkey slippers mamn gae on, 

My stockings pearly blue ; 
'TIS aw to pleasure my gudeman. 

For he's baith leel and true. 

For there's nae luck, &c. 

Rise, lass, and mak a clean fire side, 

Put on the muckle pot, 
Gie little Rate her button gown, 

And Jock his Sunday coat ; * 
And mak their shoon as black as slaes. 

Their hose as white as snaw, 
It's aw to please my ain gudeman. 

For he's been lang awa. 

For there's nae, &c. 

There's twa fat hens upo' the bank 

Been fed this month and mair, 
Mak haste and thraw their necks about, 

That Colin weel may fare ; 
And mak the table neat and clean. 

Let every thing look braw. 
For wha can tell how Colin fared 

When he was far awa. 

Ah, there's nae, &c. 

Sae true his heart, sae smooth his speech, 

His breath like cauler air. 
His very foot has music in^t 

As he comes up the stair ! 
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And shall I see his face again^ 

And shall I hear him speak ! 
I'm downright diezy wi the thought, 

In troth I'm like to greet. 

For there's nae, &c. 

[The caul blasts of the winter wind, 

That thrilled though my heart. 
They're aw blawn by, I hae him safe, 

Till death we'll never part : 
But why should I of parting tauk. 

It may be &r awa; 
The present moment is our ain, 

The neist we never saw*.] 

For there's nae, &c. 

If Colin's weel, and weel content, 

I hae nae mair to crave—^ 
And gin I live to keep him sae, 

I'm blest aboon the lave. 
And shall I see his face again, 

And shall I hear him speak ! 
I'm downright dizzy wi the thought. 

In troth Fm like to greet. 

For there's nae, &c. 

MICKLE. 



BACHELOR'S FARE. 

FcTNNT and free are a bachelor*s revelries. 

Cheerily, merrily passes his life ; 
Nothing knows he of connubial devilries. 

Troublesome children and clamorous wife. 

• Theae lines endowd between brackets were inierted by 
Pr. BeatUe. 

VOL. ni. R R 
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Free from satiety, care, and anxiety, 
Charms in variety fail to his share ; 

Bacchus's blisses and Veuns*s kisses, — 
This, boys, this is the bachelor's fare, 

A wife, like a canister, chattering, clattering. 

Tied to a dog for his torment and dread, 
All bespattering, bumping, and battering. 

Harries and worries him till he is dead : 
Old ones are too devils haunted with blue devils, 

Young ones are new devils raising despair ; 
Doctors and nurses combining their curses. 

Adieu to full purses and bachelor's fare. 

Through such folly days once sweet holidays 

Soon are imbitter'd with wrangli^ and strife; 
Wives turn jolly days to melancholy days. 

All perplexing and vexing one's life ; 
Children are riotous, maid-servants fly at as, 

Mammy to quiet us growls like a bear; 
Polly is squalling and Molly is bawling. 

While dad is recalling his bachelor's fare. 

When they are older grown, then they are bolder 
grown, 

Turning your temper, and spuming your rule; 
Girls through foolishness, passion, or mulishness, 

Parry your wishes, and marry a fool. 
Boys will anticipate, lavish, and dissipate 

All that your busy pate hoarded with care ; 
Then tell me what jollity, fun, and frivoUty 

Equals in quality bachelor's fare. 

ANONTMOQt. 
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SONG*. 



In the rough blast heaves the billow, 
In the light air waves the willow ; 
Every thing of moving kind 
Varies with the veering wind ; 
What have I to do with thee, 
Dull unjoyous Constancy? 

Sombre tale and satire witty, 
Sprightly glee and doleful ditty. 
Measured sighs and roundelay. 
Welcome all, but do not stay ; 
For what have I to do with thee, 
Dull unjoyous Constancy? 

ANONYMOUS. 



TIME AND LOVE. 



TiBiB and Love are ever foes, 
J'ollowing still a different aim; 

Where the rosy t3rrant glows 

Steals old Time and damps the flame. 

Angry Love a vengeful blow 

Oft inflicts as rage inspires, 
And where Time has scattered snow 

Joys to wake the rebel fires. 

Men in every age and clime 

Equal still their triumphs prove, 

Oft from love forgetting time. 
Oft from time forgetting love. 

H. MELMOTH. 
* 8«of ia the comedy of Faihionable Frieudi* 
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SONNETS. 

«6ttiii]itcr. 

The soote Beaa6n that bud and bloom forth brings 

With green hath clad the hill and eke the Tale : 
The nightingall with fethen new she sings ; 

The turtle to her mate hath told her tale. 
Summer is come : for every spray now springs. 

The hart hath hung his old head on the pale ; 
The buck in brake his winter coat he flings; 

The fishes fleete with new-repayred scald ; 
The adder all her slough away she ilinges; 

The swift swalldw punueth the flies smille ; 
The busy bee her honey how she minges ! 

Winter is wome that was the floures bale. 
And thus I see among these pleasant things 
Each care decays ; and yet my sorrow springs. 

EABL OF SURREY. 

New yeare, forth looking out of lanus gate, 
Doth seeme to promise hope of new delight; 
And bidding the* old adieu, his passed date 
Bids all old thoughts to die in dumpish spright: 
And, calling forth out of sad Winters night 
Fresh Love, that long hath slept in cheerltisse 

bower, 
Wils him awake, and soone about him dight 
His wanton wings and darts of deadly power. 
For lusty Spring now in his timely howre 
Is ready to come forth, him to receive ; • 
And warns the Earth with divers colord flowre 
To decke hir selfe, and her iaire mantle weave. 
Then you, faire flowre ! in whom fresh youth doth 
Prepare your selfe new love to entertaine. [raine, 

SPENSER. 
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Be nought jiismayd that her unmoved mind 
Doth still persist in her rebellious pride : 
Such love, not lyke to lusts of baser kynd, 
The harder wonne, the firmer will abide. 
The dureiiill oake, whose sap is not yet dride, 
Is long ere it conceive the kindling fyre ; 
But, when it once doth buiioie, it doth divide 
Great heat, and makes his flames to heaven aspire. 
So hard it is to kindle new desire 
In gentle brest that shall endure for ever : 
Beepe is the wound, that dints the parts entir.e 
With chaste effects, tbatnought but death can sever. 
Then thinke not long in taking litle paine 
To knit the knot that ever shall remaine. 

SPENSER. 



The merry cuckow, messenger of Spring, 
His trompet shrill hath thrise already sounded. 
That wames al lovers wayte upon their king. 
Who now is coming forth with girland crouned. 
With noyse whereof the quyre of byrds resounded 
Their anthemes jBweet, devized of loves prayse. 
That all the woods theyr ecchoes back rebounded. 
As if they knew the meaning of their layes. 
But mongst them all, which did Loves honor rayse, 
No word was heard of her that most it ought ; 
But she his precept proudly disobayes. 
And doth his ydle message set at nought. 
Therefore, O Love, unlesse she tume to thee 
&e cuckow end, let her a rebell be 1 

SPENSER. 
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What gnyle is this, that those her golden trasses j 
She doth attyre under a net of gold; ' 

And with sly skill so cunningly them dresses, 
That which is gold or haire may scarse be told? 
Is it that mens frayle eyes which gaze too bold 
She may entangle in that golden snare ; 
And, being caught, may craftily enfold 
Their weaker harts, which are not wel aware f 
Take heed therefore, myne eyes, how ye doe stai^ 
Henceforth too rashly on that guilefiill net. 
In which if ever ye entrapped are. 
Out of her bands ye by no meanes shall get* 
Fondnesse it were for any, being free. 
To covet fetters, though they golden bee ! 

SPENSER. 



Mark when she smiles with amiable cheare, 
And tell me whereto can ye lyken it ; 
When on each eyelid sweetly doe appeare 
A hundred Graces as in shade to sit. 
Lykest it seemeth, in my simple wit, 
Unto the fayre sunshine in somers day ; 
That, when a dreadfull storme away is flit, 
Thrugh the broad world doth spred Ms goodly ray ; 
At sight whereof, each bird that sits on spray, 
And every beast that to his den was fled. 
Comes forth afresh out of their late dismay. 
And to the light lift up their drouping hed. 
So my storme-beaten hart likewise is cheared 
With that sunshine when cloudy looks are cleared. 

SPENSER. 
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The doubt which ye misdeeme, fayre Love, is vaine^ 
That fondly feare to lose your liberty ; 
When, losing one, two liberties ye gayne, 
And make him bond that bondage earst did fly. 
Sweet be the bands, the which true love doth tye 
Without constraynt or dread of any ill : 
The gentle birde feeles no captivity 
Within her cage ; but sings, and feeds her filU 
There pride dare not approch, nor discord spill 
The league twixt them that loyal love hath bound : 
But simple Truth, and mutual Good-will, 
Seeks, with sweet Peace, to salve each others 

wound: 
There Fayth doth fearless dwell in brasen towre. 
And spotlesse Pleasure builds her sacred bowre. 

SPENSER. 



Fresh Spring, the herald of Loves mighty king^ 
In whose cote-armour richly are displayd 
All sorts of flowres, the which on earth do springy 
In g[oodly colours gloriously arrayd ; 
Ooe to my love, where she is carelesse layd. 
Yet in her winters bowre not well awake ; 
Tell her the ioyous time wil not be staid, 
Unlesse she doe him by the forelock take ; 
Bid her therefore her selfe soon ready make. 
To wayt on Love amongst his lovely crew ; 
Where every one that misseth then her make 
Shall be by him amearst with penance dew. 
Make hast therefore, sweet Love, whilst it is prime; ' 
For none can call againe the passed time. 

SPENSER. 
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Bkavib I breathe not love to every one. 
Nor do not use set colonra fot to wear. 
Nor nourish special locks of vowed hair, 

Nor give each speech a full point of a groan ; 

The courtly nymphs, acquainted wiHi the moan 
Of those who in their lips Love's standard bear, 
< What, he V say they of me, ^nowl dal«8weai 

He cannot love! No, no; let him alone/ 

And think so still ! so Stella know mj mind : 
Profess indeed I do not Capid's art; 

But you, fair maids, at lengtii this true shall find, 
That his right badge is worn but in the heart. 

Dumb swans, not chattering pies, do lovers prove ; 

They love, indeed, who quake to say they love. 

SIR P. SIDlfET. 



Look, Delia, how we' esteem the half bldwn rose, 
. The image of thy blush and summer's honour ; 
Whilst yet her tender bud doth undiscloee 

That full of beauty Time bestows upon her. 
No sooner spreads her glory to the air, [dine; 

But straight her wide blovm pomp comes to de- 
She then is scom'd that late adom'd the fair; 

So fade the roses of those cheeks of thine. 
No April can revive thy withered flowera. 

Whose springing grace adorns thy glory now ; 
Swift, speedy Time, feather'd witii flying hours, 

Dissolves the beauty of the fairest brow : 
Then do not thou such treasure waste in vain. 
But love now whilst thou mayst be loved again. 

DANIEL. 
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I ONCE may see when years shall wreak my wrong, 

When golden hairs shall change to silver wire; 

And those bright rays that kindle all this fire 
Shall fail in force, their working not so strong. 
Then Beauty (now the burthen of my song), 

Whose glorious blaze the world doth so admire, 

Must yield up all to tyrant Time's desire ; 
Then fade those flowers that deck*d her pride so 

long: 
When, if she grieve to gaze upon her glass 

Which then presents her winter-wither'd hue, , 
Go you, my verse, go tell her what she was ; 

For what she was she best shi^l find in you. 
Your fiery heat lets not her glory pass. 

But (phoenixlike) shall make her live anew. 

DANIEL* 



ICobc renoniueti anH rclnbfteti. 

Since there's no help, come, let us kiss and part: 

Nay, I have done ; you get no more of me: 
And I am glad, yea, glad with all my heart, 

That thus so cleanly I myself can free : 
Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows, 

And when we meet at any time again, 
Be it not seen in either of our brows 

That we one spark of former love retain. 
Now, at the last gasp of Love's latest breath, 

When, his pulse fEdling, Passion speechless lies, 
When Faith is kneeling by his bed of death, 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes. 
Now, if thou wouldst,when all have given him over/ 
From death to life thou mightst him yet recover. 

DRAYTON. 
VOL. III. S S 
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When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 

I summon up remembrance of things past, 
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought ; 

And with old woes new wail my dear time's 
Then can 1 drown an eye, unused to flow, [waste : 

For precious friends Md in death's dateless ni^t, 
And weep afresh love's long-since cancel'd woe. 

And moan the expense of many a vanish'd sight. 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone^ 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o*er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan, ' 

Which I new pay as if not paid before. 
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend^ 
All losses afe restored, and sorrows end. 

SHAKSPEA|IE. 



That time of year.thou mayst in me behold 

When yellow leaves,, or few or none, do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold) 

Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds 
In me thou seest the twilight of such day [sang. 

As after sunset fadeth in the west^ 
Which by and by black death doth take away, 

Death's second self that seals up all in rest. 
In me thou seest the glowing of such fire 

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 
As the deathbed whereon it must expire. 

Consumed with that which it was nourish'd by. 
This thou perceivest, which makes thy love more 

strong, 
To love that well which thou must leave ere long. 

SHAKSPEARBw 
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The forward violet thus did I chide : — 

Sweet thief, where didst thou steal thy^sweet 
that smells. 
If not from my love's breath? The purple pride 

Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells, 
In- my love's veins thou hast too grossly dyed. 

The lily I condemned for thy hand, 
And buds of marjoram had stolen thy hair : 

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand, 
One blushing shame, another white despair ; 
A third, nor red nor white, had stolen of both. 
And to his robbery had annexed thy breath ; 

But for his theft, in pride of all his growth^ 
A vengeful canker eat him up to death. 

More flowers I noted, but I none could see 

But sweet or colour it had stolen from thee. 

SHAKSPEARE. 



MYiDistress' eyes are nothing like fiie sun, 

Coral is far more red than her lips' red : 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun ; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 
I have seen roses, damask'd red and white, 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks ; 
And in some perfumes there is more delight 

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, — ^yet well I know 

That music hath a far more pleasing sound ; 
I grant I never saw a goddess go, — [ground : 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the 
And yet, by Heaven, I think my love as rare 
As any she belied with false compare. 

SHAKSPEARE. 
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I swEARE, Aurora, by thy Btarrie eyes. 

And by those golden loekes whose locke none 
And by the corall of thy rosie lippes, [slippes, 

And by the naked snowes which beautie dyes, 

I sweare by all the jewels of thy mind, 
; Whose like yet never worldy treasure bought, 
Thy solide judgement and thy generous thought, 

Which in this darkened age have dearely shined; 

I sweare by those, and by my spotlesse love, 
And by my secret yet most fervent fires. 
That I have never nursed but chast desirep. 

And such as modestie might well approve. 
Then since I love those virtuous parts in thee, 
Shouldst thou not love this vertuous mind in me ? 

EARL OF 8TIRLIKG. 



1 KNOW that all beneath the mo<m decays. 
And what by mortals in this world is brought 
In time's great periods shall return to nought; 

That fairest states have fatal nights and days. 

I know that all the Muses' heavenly lays. 

With toil of sprite which are so dearly bought, 
As idle sounds, of few or none are sought ; 

That there is nothing lighter than vain praise. 

I know frail beauty's like the hawthorn flower. 
To which one mom oft birth and death affords ; 
That love a jarring is of mind's accords. 

Where sense and will bring under reason's power; 
Know what I list, this all cannot me move. 
But that, alas! I both must write and love. 

DRUMMONO. 
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Sleep, Silence' child, sweet father of soft rest, 
Prince whose approach peace to all mortals 

brings^ 
Indifferent host to shepherds and to kings, 

Sole comforter of minds which are oppress*^ ; 
Lo, by thy charming rod all breathii)g things 

Lie slumbering, with forgetjfiilness possessed. 
And yet o'er me to spread thy drowsy wings 

Thou sparest, alas ! who cannot be thy guest. 

Since I am thine, O come, but with that face 
To inward light which thou art wont to show. 
With feigned solace ease a true-felt woe ; 

Or if, deaf god, thou do deny that grace. 

Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt be- 
I long to kiss the image of my death, [queath^ 

DRUMMOND. 



To hear my plaints, fair river crystalline. 

Thou in a silent slumber seem'st to stay ; 
Delicious flowers, lily and columbine, 

Ye bow your heads when I my woes display; 

Forests, in you the myrtle, palm, and bay 
Have had compassion, listening to my groans ; 
The winds with sighs have solemnized my moans 

'Mong leaves, which whisper'd what they eould 
not say; 
The caves, the rocks, the hills, the sylvans' thrones 

(As if even pity did in them appear) 
Have at my sorrow rent their ruthless stones: 

Each thing I find hath sense except my dear, 
Who doth not think I love, or will not loiow 
My grief^ perchance delighting in my woe. 

DRUHMOND. 
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Of mortal glory, O soon darkened ray ! 

O winged joys of man, more swift than wind ! 
O fond desires, which in our fancies stray! 

O traitorous hopes, which do our judgments 
ho, in a flash that light is gone away ^ [blind ! 

Which dazzle did each eye, delight each mind, 

And with that sun, from whence it came, com- 
bined, 
Now makes more radiant heaven's eternal day. 

Let Beauty now bedew her cheeks with (ears, 
Let widowed Music only roar and groan, [spheres, 
• Poor Virtue, get thee wings, and mount the 
For dwellingplace on earth for thee is none : 

Death hath thy temple razed,Loye*s empire foil*d, 

The world of honour, worth, and sweetness 

Spoil*d, DRUMMOKD. 



O Fate, conjured to pour your worst on me! 

O rigorous rigour which doth all confound ! ' 
With cruel hands ye have cut down the tree. 

And fruit with leaves have scattered on the 
ground. 

A little space of earth my love doth bound; 
That beauty which did raise it to the sky, 
Tum'd in disdained dust, now low doth lie, 

Deaf to my plaints, and senseless of my wound. 
Ah! did I live for this? Ah ! did I love? 

And was't for this (fierce powers) she did excel, 
That ere she well the sweets of life did prove. 

She should, too dear a guest ! with darkness 
dweU? 
Weak influence of Heaven ! what fair is wrought 
Falls in the prime, and passeth like a thought, 

DRUMMOND. 
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Sweet bouI, which in the April of thy yeard, 

For to enrich the heaven madest poor this round, 

And now, with flaming rays of glory crown'd, 
Most bles8*d abides above the sphere of spheres ; 

If heavenly laws, alas ! have not thee bound 
From looking to this globe that all upbears, 

If ruth and pity there above be found, 
O, deign to lend a look unto these tears : 
Do not disdain (dear ghost) this sacrifice ; 

And though I raise not pillars to thy praise^ ^ 
My offerings take, let this for me suffice, 

My heart a living pyramid I'll raise : 
And whilst kings' tombs with laurels flourish green^ 

Thine shall with myrtles and these flowers be 
seen. drummond. 



Sweet Spring, thou comest with all thy goodly 
train, , [flowers, 

Thy head with flames, thy mantle bright with 
The zephyrs curl the green locks of the plain. 

The clouds for joy in pearls weep down their 

showers. [hours 

Sweet Spring, thou comest — ^but^ ah ! my pleasant 

And happy days with thee come not again ; 

The sad memorials only of my pain [sours. 

Do vrith thee come, which turn my sweets to 
Thou art the same that still thou weit before, 

Delicious, lusty, amiable, fair ; [air 

But she whose breath embalmed thy wholesome 
Is gone ; nor gold nor gems can her restore. 

Neglected Virtue, seasons go and come, 

While thine forgot lie closed in a tomb. 

DRVMMOND. 
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]^Y lute, be as thoa wert when thoa didst grow 
With thy green mother in some shady grov^, 
When immelodions winds but made thee move, 

And birds their ramage did on thee bestow. 
Since that dear voice wliich did thy sounds ap* 
prove, 

Which wont in such harmonious strains to flow, 
/ Is reft from earth to tune those spheres above/ 

What art thou but a harbinger of v^oe ? 

Thy pleasing nptes be pleasing notes no more, 
But orphans' wailings to the fiednting ear, 
Each stroke a sigh, each sound draws forth a 

For which be silent as in woods before, [tear ; 
Or if that any hand to touch thee deign, 
like widow'd turtle still her loss complain. 

DRUMMOND. 



Sweet bird, that sing'st away the early hours, 
Of winters past or coming void of care, 
Well pleased with delights which present are^ 

Fair seasons, budding sprays, sweet smelling 
flowers ; 

To rocks, to springs, to rills, from leavy bowers 
Thou thy Creator's goodness dost declare, 
And what dear gifts on thee he did not spare, 

A stain to human sense in sin that lours f 

What soul can be so sick which by thy songs 
(Attired in sweetness) sweetly is not driven 

Quite to forget earth's turmoils, spites, and v^rongs, 
An4 lift a reverend eye and thought to heaven? 

Sweet, artless songster, thou my mind dost raise 

To airs of spheres, yea, and to angel's lays. 

DRUMMOND. 
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As when it happeneth that some lovely town 

Unto A barbarous besieger falls, 

Who both by sword and flame himself instals, 
And shameless it in tears and blood doth drown ; 

Her beauty spoiled, her citizens made thralls, 
His spite yet cannot so her all throw down, 
But that some statne, pillar of renown, 

Yet lurks unmaim'd within her weeping walls ; 
ISo after all tJie spoil, disgrace, and wreck 

That time, the world, and death could bring 
combined. 
Amidst that mass of ruins they did make, 

3afe and all scarless yet remains my mind : 
From this so high transcendent rapture springs . 
That I, all else defaced, not envy kings. 

DRUMMOND. 

SKritten {or iSralato* 
Strephon, in vain thou bring'st thy rhymes and 
songs, [flowers ; 

Deck'd with grave Pindar's old and withered 
In vain thou count'st the fair Europa's wrongs^ 

And her whom Jove deceived in golden showers, 
Thou hast slept never under myrtle's shed ; 

Or if that passion hath thy soul oppress'd. 
It is but for some Grecian mistress dead ; 

Of such old sighs thou dost discharge thy breast ! 
How can true love with fables hold a place? 

Thou who with fables dost set forth thy love, 

Thy love a pretty fable needs must prove : 
Thou suest for grace, in scorn more to disgrace. 

I cannot think thou wert charm'd by my looks, 

O no I thou learn'st thy love in lovers* books. 

DRUMMOND. 

roL, ra. T T 
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Care-charbong Sleep, son of the sable nighty 

Brother to Death, in silent darkness bom, 
Pestroy my languish ere the day be light. 

With dark forgetting of my care's return ; 

And let the day be long enough to moum 
The shipwreck of my ill adventured youth; 

Let watery eyes suffice to wail their scorn, 
Without the troubles of the nighfs untruth. 
Cease, dreams, fond image of my fond desires. 

To model forth the passions of to-morrow ; 
Let never rising sun approve your tears. 

To add more grief to aggravate my sorrow ; 
Still let me sleep, embracing clouds in vain, 
And never wake to feel the day's disdain. 

DRUMMOND, 



^0 S^ix aStniiam HUxanHer^ 

Though I have twice been at the doors of Death, 

And twice found shut those gates which ever 
moum. 
This but a lightning is, truce ta'en to breathe. 

For late-bom sorrows augur fleet return. 
Amidst thy sacred cares and courtly toils, 

Alexis, when thou shalt hear wandering Fame 
Tell, Death has triumphed o*er my mortal spoils, 

And that on earth I am but a sad name ; 
If thou e'er held me dear, by all our love. 

By all that bliss, those joys Heaven here us 
I conjurf^ thee, and by the maids of Jove, [gave, 

To grave this short remembruice on my grave — 
^ Here Damon lies, whose songs did sometime grac^ 
The murmuring Esk : — ^may roses shade the place.' 

DRUMMOMO. 
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More oft than once Death whisperM in mine ear, 
' Grave what thou hear'st in diamond and ^Id ; 

•I am that monarch whom all monarchs fear, 
Who have in dust their far stretch'd pride np- 
roird. 

All, all is mine beneath moon's silyer sphere ; 
And non ght, save virtue, can my power withhold : 
This, not believed, experience true thee told, 

By danger late when I to thee came near. 

As bugbear then my visage I did show, 

That of my horrors thou right use mightst make, 
And a more sacred path of living take : 

Now still walk armed for my ruthless blow; 
Trust flattering life no more, redeem time past. 
And live each day as if it were thy last/ 

DRUMMOND. 



What hapless hap had I for to be bom « 
In these unhappy times, and dying days. 
Of this now doting world, when good decays 

Love's quite extinct, and virtue held a scorn ! 
. When such are only prized by wretched ways 

Who with a golden fleece can them adorn ; 
When avarice and lust are counted praise, 

Aiid bravest minds live, orphanlike, forlorn 1 

Why was I not bom in that golden age, [arts 
When gold was not yet known, and those black 
By which base worldlings vilely play their parts, 

With horrid acts staining Earth's stately stage? 
. To have been then, O Heaven ! 't had been my 
bliss ; 
But bless me now, and take me soon from this. 

DRUMMOND. 
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O MiGHTniGALBy that on yoft bloomy qpray 

Warblest at eve, when all the woods are still; 

Thou with fresh hope the krver's heart dost fill, 
While the jolly hours lead on propitknis May. 
Thy Uqoid notes that close tiie eye of day. 

First heard before the shallow cuckoo's bill, 

Portend success in lore ; O, if Jore's will 
Have link'd that amorous power to thy soft lay, 
Now timely sing, ere the mde Mrd of hate 

Foretell my hopeless doom in some groTO nigh ; 

As thon from year to year hast sung too late 
For my relief, yet hadst no reason why : 

Whether the Muse or Love call thee his mate. 
Both them I serre, and of their train am I. 

MILTON. 



^n iisi bf ing wnifats at tf^t Hgc of J^totntJBi^xu. 

How soon hath Time, the subtle thief of youtii, 
' Stolen on his wing my three and twentieth year ! 
My hasting days fly on with fall career, 

But my late spring no bud or blossom shew^th. 

Perhaps my semblance might deceive the tratfa 
That I to manhood am arrived so near; 
And inward ripeness doth much less api>ear, 

That some more timely-happy spirits endueth. 

Yet be it less or more, or soon or slow, 
It shall be still in strictest measure even 
To that same lot, however mean or high, 

TovTard T^oh Time leads me, and the Will of 
All is, if I have grace to use it so, [Heaven 
As ever in my great Task-Master's eye. 

MILTON. 
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^n ti^e lau jWasuure in ^itt^mont, 1665. 

Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughtered saints^ whose 
bones 
lie scatter'd on the Alpine mountains cold ; 
Even them who kept thy truth so pure of old, 
When all our fathers worshiped stocks and stones, 
Forget not: in thy book record their groans 
Who were thy sheep, and in their ancient fold 
Slain by the bloody Piedmontese, that roll'd 
Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans 
The vales redoubled to the hills, and they 

To heaven. Their martyr'd blood and ashes sow 
O'er all the' Italian fields, where still doth sway 
The triple Tyrant; that from these may grow 
A hundred fold, who having leam'd thy way, 
Early may fly the Babylonian woe. milton. 



^n iisi 18Iintntt00. 

When I consider how my light is spent 

Ere half my days in this daik world and wide, 
' And that one talent which is death to hide,* 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest he, returning, chide, 
' Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?' 
I fondly ask : but Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies, ' God doth not need 
Either man's work or his own gifts ; who best 
Bear his mild yoke they serve him best : his state 
Is kingly ; thousands at his bidding speed, 
And post o'er land and ocean without rest ; 
They also serve who only stand and wait.' 

BIILTON. 
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V^9 J)ftt. Xafomtce* 

Lawrence, of yirtaouB father virtuous son, 
Now that the fields are dank, and ways are mire, 
Where shall we sometimes meet, and by the fire 
Help wi^te a sullen <lay, what may be won 
From the hard season gaining? Time will run 
On smoother, till Fayonius reinspire 
The froaen earth, and clothe in fresh attire 
The lily and rose, that neither soVd nor spun* 
What neat repast shall feast us, light and choice, 
Of Attic taste, with wine, whence we may rise 
To hear the lute well touch'd, or artful voice 
Warble immortal notes and Tuscan air? 

He who of those delights can judge, and spare 
To interpose them oft, is not unvnse. 

MILTON. 



^0 Cpdac S6iiiimct» 

Cyiuac, whose grandsire, on the royal bench 
. Of British Themis, with no mean applause 

Pronounced and in his volumes taught our laws. 
Which others at their bar so often wrench; 
To-day deep thoughts resolve with me to drench 

In mirth that, after, no repenting draws; 

Let Euclid rest, and Archimedes pause, 
And what the Swede intends, and whatthe French: 
To measure life learn thou betimes, and know 

Toward solid good what leads the nearest way ; 

For other things mild Heaven a time ordains, 
And disapproves that care, though wise in show, 

That with superfluous burden loads the day. 
And wbeirCrod sends a cheerful hour refrains. 

miLTON. 
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^0 tl^t same. • 

Cyriac, this three-years-day these eyes, though 
To outward view, of blemish or of spot^ [clears 
Bereft of light, their seeing have forgot ; 
Nor to their idle orbs doth sight appear 
Of sun or moon or star throughout the year, 
. Or man or woman. Yet I argue not 

Against Heaven's hand or will, nor bate a jot 
Of heart or hope ; but still bear up and steer 
Right onward. What supports me, dost thou ask? 
The conscience, Friend, to' have lost them overr 
In liberty's defence, my noble task, [plied 
Of which all Europe rings from side to side. 
This thought might lead me through the;world'8 
vain mask ^ 

Content, though blind, had I no better guide, ^ 

^_^_^ MILTON. 

On ^isi neceasen BAiU. 

Methought I saw my late espoused saint 

' Brought to me, like Alcestis, from the grave. 

Whom Jove's great son to her glad husband gave, 
Rescued from death by force, though pale and faint. 
Mine, as whom wash'd from spot of childbed taint 

Purification in the' old Law did save, 

And such, as yet once more I trust to have 
Full sight of her in heaven without restraint. 
Came vested all in white pure as her mind: 

Her fiace was veil'd ; yet to my fancied sight 

Love, sweetness, goodness in her person shined 
So cl^ar as in no fkce with more delight : 

ButO ! as to embrace me she inclined, [night. 

1 waked ; she fled; and 4ay brought back my 

MILTON. 
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Wisely, (5*, enjoy the present hour, 

The present hoar is all the time we have. 
High God the rest has placed beyond our power, 

Consigned perhaps to grief — or to the grave. 

Wretched the man who toils ambition's slave, 
Who pines for wealth, or sighs for empty fame; 

Who rolls in pleasures which the mind depraTe, 
Bought with severe remorse and goilty shame. 
Virtue and knowledge be our better aim ; 

These help us ill to bear, or teach to shun ; 
Let friendship cheer us witii her generous flame, 

Friendship the sum of all our joys in one : 
So shall we live each moment fisite has given; 
How long or short let uft resign to Heaven. 

EDWARDS. 



^ a JFamilfi ^ictttn. 

When pensive on that portraiture I gaze, 
Where my four brothers round about me stand, 
And four fair sisters smile with graces bland. 

The goodly monument of happier days ; 

And think how soon insatiate Death, who preys 
On all, has cropp'd the rest with ruthless hand, 
While only I survive of all that band 

Which one chaste bed did to my father raise : 

It seems that, like a column left alone. 
The tottering remnant of some splendid fane, 
Scaped from the fury of the barbarous Gkiul 

And wasting Time, which has the rest o'erthrown, 
Amidst our house's ruins I remain 

' Single, unpropp'd, and nodding to my fall. 

EDWARDS* 
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Young, fair, and good! ah, why should young 
and fair 

And good be huddled in untimely grave ? 

Must so sw6et flowers so brief a period have, 
Just bloom and charm, then fade and disappear? 
«^ Yet ours the loss, who ill, alas! can spare 

The bright example which thy virtues gave; 

The guerdon thine, whom gracious heaven did 
From longer trial in this vale of care. [save 

Rest then, sweet saint, in peace and honour rest, 

While our true tears bedew thy maiden hearse, 
light lie the earth upon thy lovely breast ; 
And let a grateful heart with grief oppressed 

To thy dear memory consecrate this verse. 
Though all too mean for who deserves the best ! 

^^^___^ EDWABDS. 

£ox t^z Boot«]^ousc at aSvcst* 

STkANGER or guest, whomever this hallow'd grove 
Shall chance receive, where sweet Contentment 

dwells. 
Bring here^no heart that with ambition swells, 

With avarice pines, or bums vrith lawless love. 

Vice-tainted souls will all in vain remove 
To silvan shades and hermits' peaceful cells; 
In vain vrill seek Retirement's lenient spells, 

Or hope that bliss which only good men prove. 

If heaven-bom Trath, and sacred Virtue's lore. 
Which cheer, adorn, and dignify the mind. 
Are constant inmates of thy honest breast; 

If unrepining at thy neighbour's store 
Thou count'st as thine the good of all mankind, 
Then welcome share the Mendly Groves (k 

Wrest. EDWARDS. 
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In vain to me the smiling mornings shine. 

And reddening Phoebus lifts his golden fire! 
The birds in vain their amorous descant join, - 

Or cheerfal fields resume their green attire r 
These ears, alas ! for other notes repine, 

A different object do these eyes require : 
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine ; 

And in my breast the' imperfect joys expire. 
Yet morning smiles the busy race to cheer, 

And new-bom pleasure brings to happier men:. 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear : 

To warm their little loves the birds complain: 
I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear, 

And weep the more because I weep in yain. • 

^__^ GRAY. 

* Ah ! why,' cries Prudence, * turn thy way wud 
feet 

From scenes congenial to each spruce divine ? 

See how they flutter round Preferment's shrine 
With scarf so rustling, and with band so neat ! 
Bless'd vnth such brethren and their converse 
sweet, 

like them politely pray, devoutly dine.' 

Pardon me, dame ; for Competence benigh 
(Heaven-sent at last) now favours my retreat, 

Leads me to where Content, sedately gay, 
Her favourite sister, my free step attends ; 

Hark ! she repeats the Pontic exile's lay % 
Bids me enjoy the boon kind Fortune lends, 

Of Envy void, while Time slides soft away. 
And from my equals only culls my friends. 

• Ovid. Trist. lib. iii. eleg. iv. MASON, 
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a2ltrittni at astinslalie, in 1|amp8|)ire. 

WmsLXDEy thy beech-capp'd hills, with waving 

grain 
Mantled, thy chequer'd views of wood and lawn, 
Whilom could chann, or when the gradual dawn 
'Oan the gray mist with orient purple stain. 
Or evening glimmer'd o'er the folded train : 
Her fairest landscapes whence my Muse has drawn, 
Too free with servile courtly phrase to fawn, 
Too weak to try the buskin's stately strain : 
Yet now no more thy slopes of beech and com. 
Nor views invite, since he* far distant strays. 
With whom I traced their sweets at eve and mom. 
From Albion far, to cull Hesperian bays ; 
In this alone they please, howe'er forlorn. 
That still they can recall those happier days. 

T. WARTON. 

When late the trees were stripped by Winter pale, « 
Young Health, a dryad maid in vesture green, 
Or like the forest's silver-quiver'd queen. 
On airy uplands met the piercing gale ; 
And, ere its earliest echo shook the vale, 
Watching the hunter's Joyous horn was seen. 
But since, gay-throned in fiery chariot sheen. 
Summer has smote each daisy-dappled dale. 
She to the cave retires, high arch*d beneath 
The fount that laves proud Isis' towery brim : 
And now, all glad the temperate air to breathe. 
While cooling drops distil from arches dim, 
Binding her dewy locks witii sedgy wreath, 
jghe sits amid the quire of Naiads trim. 

• Bif brother, Dr. Joieph Warton. T. WARTON. 
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Ah! what a weary race my feet hare nm 
Since first I trod thy banks with aiders crown'd, 
And thought my way was all throagh feiry gnmnd, 
Beneatii thy aznre sky and golden sun : 
Where first my Muse to lisp her notes began! 
While pensive memory traces back the round 
Which fills the varied interval between ; 
Much pleasure, more of sorrow marks the scene. 
Sweet native stream.! those skies and suns so pure 
No more return, to cheer my evening road ! 
Yet still one joy remains flutt, not obscure 
Nor useless, all my vacant days have flow'd, 
From youth's gay dawn to manhood's prime ma- 
Nor with the Muse's laurel unbestow'd. [tore ; 

T. WARTOlf . 



Yes, loved retreat, those wonted gales I know 
That shed soft fragrance o*er my drooping frame, 
Sweet, as of old, when first the youthfrd fiame 

Was kindled in my veins ; and now below 

I see thy various length of landscape glow 
With all its 'custom'd blooms, its groves the same, 
Its verdant lawns, and towers of antique feme, 

And streams that gently murmur as they flow : 

Now too the sounds that used my soul to cheer, 
Thy mingled melodies of hill Bjod plain, 

Melt in faint murmurs on my ravish'd ear: 
But say, will they too bless my eyes again, 

My friends of yore? if they no more appear. 
Fair as thou art, thy other charms are vain. 

RUSSBUU 
• Near Basingstoke, Warton'i oatlTe eoontry.' 
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Grave bird, that, shelter'd in thy lonely bower, 
On gome tall oak with ivy overspread, 
Or in some silent barn's deserted shed^ 

Or mid the fragments of some ruin'd tower, 

'Still, as of old, at this sad solemn hour, 
When now the toiling sons of care are fled. 
And the free ghost slips from his wormy bed^ 

Complainest loud of man's ungentle power, 

That drives thee from the cheerful face of day 
To tell thy sorrows to the pale-eyed night ; 

Like thee, escaping from the sunny ray, 
I woo this gloom, to hide me from llie sight 

Of that fell tribe Whose persecuting sway 
On me and thee alike is bent to light. 

RCSSELL. 



ffTo t^ ISletihreast. 
When that the fields put on their gay attire. 

Thou silent sitt'st near brake or river's brim. 

Whilst the gay thrush sings loud from covert dim; 
But when pale Wintar lights the social fire, [mire, 
Aikd meads with slime are sprent, and ways with 

Thou chann'st us with thy soft and solemn hymn 

From battlement or bam or haystack trim ; 
And now not seldom tnnest, as if for hire. 
Thy thrilling pipe to me, waiting to catch 

The pittance due to thy well .warbled song : 
Sweet bird! sing on; for oft near lonely hatch, 

Like thee, myself have pleased the rustic throng, 
And oft for entrance, 'neath the peaceful thatch, 

Full many a tale have ttdd, and ditty long, 

BAMPFYLDE. 
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91^ ItUturn* 

As when, to one who long hath watch'd, the morn 
Advancing slow forewarns the approach of day 
(What time the young and flowery>kirtled May 

Declgi the green hedge and dewy grass unshom 

With cowslips pale and many a whitening thoni), 
And now the son comes forth with level ray, 
Gilding the high wood top and mountain gray; 

And, as he climbs, the meadovirs 'gins adorn; 

The rivers glisten to the dancing Ijeam, 

The' awaken'd birds begin their amorous straiD, 

And hill and vale with joy and fragrance teem. 

Such is the sight of tiiee ; thy wish'd return 
To eyes, like mine, that long have waked to 
mourn, [vain. 

That long have watchM for light, and wept in 

^ BAMPFTLDE. 

astritten in a ^Doantrt; ISUtirtnunt. 

Around my porch and lonely casement spread 
The myrtle never sere and gadding vine, 
With fragrant sweetbriar love to intertwine ; 
And in my garden's box-encircled bed. 
The pansy pied, and musk-rose white and red. 
The pink, the lily chaste, and sweet woodbine 
Fling odours round ; thick-woven eglantine 
Decks my trim fence, in which, by Silence led, 
The wren hath wisely placed her mossy cell, 

Shelter'd from storms, in courtly land so life. 
And nestles o'er her young, and warbles well. 
*'Tis here with Innocence in peaceful glen 
I pass my blameless moments far frt)m men ; 
Nor vdshing death too soon, nor asking life. 

BAMPFYLDE. 
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With footstep slow, in furry pall yclad, 
His brows inwreath'd with holly never sere, 
Old Christmas comes to close the waned year ; 

And aye the shepherd *s heart to make right glad ; 

Who, when his teeming flocks are homeward had, 
To blazing hearth repairs, and nut-brown beer, 
And views well pleased the ruddy prattlers dear 

Hug the gray mungrel; meanwhile maid and lad 

Squabble for roasted crabs. Thee, Sire, we hail, 
Whether thine aged limbs thou dost enshroud 

In vest of snoviry white and hoary veil. 
Or wrapp'st thy visage in a sable cloud : 

Thee we proclaim with mirth and cheer, nor fail 
To greet thee well with many a carol loud. 

. BAMPFYLDE, 



9lirDrt«»)i t9 1^( iSttniva of a Bock. 

Unshaken Power ! that seest from upper air 
The various changes of the circling main. 
When vernal skies evoke the zephyr train, 

Or vdntry gales their giant vans prepare ; 

Ah ! never from thy rocky throne refrain 
To make the stranded mariner thy care ; 
So lightnings aye thy forky summit spare, 

Ajid waves assail thy steepy sides in vain ! 

So skill'd in numerous song the Muse's lyre 

Still charm at closing eve the nereid quire 
With feet and voice responsive to the shell ! 

So faery tapers chase the misty night, 

And dolphin-borne quaint Ariel's buxom sprite 
With wilder notes thy moonlight echo swell ! 

. « WARWICK. 
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aBtritttn nuring a long ate^Bge at SI^cb* 

Three mooiiB are pass'd, and qiiickly to dedne 
Hie fourth suspends her middle lamp in heaven, 
Since stay'd by calms, by countering tempests 
driven, 

I cease to view the female form divine; 

For this, my chief delight, I most repine, 
Thoughmany a dying groan my heart have riren, 

And many a corse devoted to the brine 
The dread alarm to fellow victims given. 

Him too that, bending o'er the vessel's side. 

With pensive eye surveys the ripling tide. 
If mark'd as once fond passion's future prey — 

May distant love lament his early doom ! 

The cot my windingsheet, the wave my tomb, 
The passing gale my monumental lay ! 

^______ WARWICK. 

SKItrittcn at asmall (iDottntrQ 1(o«(c in €Dttia9an. 

Is these neglected walls a fother's day 
Serenely closed, unconscious of a stain, 
Whom all unknown to fame's unequal strain 

Reflection's sweeter voice did well repay. 
Nor thou, his loved retreat, of fate complain, 

Whose praise may last while prouder scenes decay, 
Where native floods the painted arch disdafai. 

And pagod spires their shivering pomp display. 

Nor had the plunder'd East her spoils resign'd. 
And mimic Ganges through thy pastures roll'd) 
Might haply peace have soothed the master's 

Or late reflection lent his death a smile ; [miBd) 
Nor could his weeping son the costly pile 
With equal joy or g^titude behold. 

WARWICK. 
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So a JFrientr. 

Fill high the glass, nor lose in vain debate 
(Alike to lis -whatever party sway) 
The few, the fleeting hoors assigned by fiite 

To love and wine with social freedom gay: 

Let Fox or Shelbnme rule their little day ; 
Not ours, thank Heaven ! to mend a crazy state, 
Doom*d like ourselves to perish soon or late. 

But when, dear Charles, let older statesmen say. 

Thee sprightly Cloe's artless smiles provoke. 

Whole from the spur, unconscious of the yoke, 
And skittish still to every touch but thine — 

Me three long months in silken bonds insnare 

The starry tresses of Emilia's hair. 
And snowy limbs of symmetry divine. 

^_^_^__^ WARWICK. 

Now from the orient o'er the laughing earth 
The sun obliquely darts his ruddy ray. 
And in unclouded glory leads the day 

That first auspicious dawn'd upon my birth : 

Yet not vrith songs of joy and festive mirth 
Can I this rising day salute, as they 
Who, when .they turn their actions to survey. 

With every added year see added worth. 

Me, as my noon of manhood hastens on. 

Fierce and more fierce the heats of passion bum ; 
In vain with many a fleeting cloud o'ercast ; 

For soon the transitory gloom is gone, [turn. 
And soon forth breaking bright those heats re- 
Till the cool eve of westering age to last 

F. LAURBNGB. 
YOX. m. XX 
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aRrittitt at in 1|ainpft]^kf . 

A% Nature fondly Yiew'd with conscious pride< . 

This airy brow, with waving forests crown'd, 

The' expanse of varied green and hills that bound 
The rich domain, * Mine be the praise/ she cried. 
' Not thine alone, my sister,' Art replied : 

' I clothed in livelier green the various ground ; 

And here with circling woods this brow em- 
brown'd. 
There spotted with thin shade yon mountain's side.' 
' Yes,' Nature said, ' with thee that praise I share ; 

View then this beauty where alone I reign; 

Where Art has added, and can add. no grace.' < 
Her haughty rival with the^ insulting air 

Of mockery tum'd ; bat when upon the plain 

She saw Selina, blushing veil'd her face. 

F? LAURENCE. 



By Derwent's rapid stream as oft I stray*d, 
With Infancy's light step and glances vdld. 
And saw vast rocks, on steepy mountains piled, 

Frown o'er the' umbrageous glen ; or pleased sur- 
vey'd 

The cloudy moonshine in the shadowy glade, 
Romantic Nature to the' enthusiast child 
Grew dearer far than when serene she smiled 

In uncontrasted loveliness array'd. 

But O ! in every scene, with sacred sway, 
Her graces fire me ; from the bloom that spreads 
Resplendent in the lucid mom of May 

To the green light the little glowworm sheds 
On mossy banks, when midnight glooms prevail, 
And softest silence broods o'er all the dale. 

ANNA SiWARD. 
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How sweet to rove, from summer sanbeams veil'd, 
In gloomy dingles ; or to trace the tide 
Of wandering brooks, their pebbly beds liiat 
chide; 
To feel the west wind cool refreshment yield, 
That comes soft creeping o'er the flowery field 
And shadow'd waters ; in whose bushy side 
The mountain bees their fragrant treasure hide 
Murmuring ; and sings the lonely thrush con- 
Then, Ceremony, in thy gilded halls, [ceal'd. 
When forced and frivolous the themes arise. 
With bow and smile immeaning, O ! how palls 
At thee and thine my sense ! — how oft it sighs 

For leisure, wood-lanes, dells, and waterfalls; 
And feels the' untemper'd heat of sultry skies ! 

ANNA SEWARD. 



Thou child of Night and Silence, balmy Sleep, 
Shed thy soft poppies on my aching brow ! 
And charm to rest the thoughts of whence or how 
Vanished that prized Affection, wont to keep 

Each grief of mine from rankling into woe. 
Then stem Misfortune from her bended bow 
Loosed the dire strings ; — and Care and anxious 
Dread 

• 

From my cheer'd heart on sullen pinion fled. 

Bat now, the spell dissolved, the enchantress gone. 
Ceaseless those cruel fiends infest my day. 
And sunny hours but light them to their prey. 

Then welcome, midnight shades, when thy wish'd 
May in oblivious dews my eyelids steep, [boon 
Thou child of Night and Silence, bal^ Sleep ! 

ANNA SEWARD. 
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See withered Winter bending low his head ; 

His ragged locks stiff with the hoary dew^ 

His eyes, like frozen lakes, of livid hne ; 
His train a sable cloud, with murky red 
Streaked. — Ah ! behold his nitrotis breathings shed 

Petrific death ! Lean, walefiil birds pursue, 

On as he sweeps o*er the dun lonely mopr. 
Amid the battling blasts of all the winds 
That, while their sleet the climlmig sailor blinds^ 

Lash the white surges to the sounding shore. 

So comest thou, Winter, finally to doom 
The sinking year ; and with thy ice-dropp'd sprays, 

Cypress and yew, engarland her pale tomb, 
Her vanish'd hopes and aye departed days. 

■ ANNA SEWARP. 

Now on hills, rocks, and streams and vales and 
plains 
Full looks the shining day. — Our gardens wear 
The gorgeous robes of the ponsummate year. 
With laugh and shout and song, stout maids ^and 

swains 
Heap high the fragrant hay, as through rough lanes 
Rings the yet empty waggon. — See in air 
The pendent cherries, red with tempting stains, 
Gleam through their boughs. — Summer, thy 
bright career 
Must slacken soon in Autumn's milder sway ; 
Then thy now heap'd and jooand meads shall stand 
Smooth, Vacant — silent, through the' exulting 
As waves thy rival's golden fields, and gay [land 
Her reapers throng. She smiles, and binds the 

sheaves,' 
Then bends her parting step o'er tedleiik and 
rustling leaves. anna seward. 
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Since dark December shrouds the transient da;'^ 
And stormy winds are howling in their ire, 
Why comest not Thon, who always canst inspire 

The soul of cheerfulness, and best array 
X A sullen hour in smiles ?-^0, haste to pay 
The cordial visit sullen hours require J — 
Around the circling walls a glowing fire 

Shines ; — ^but it vainly shines in this delay 

To blend thy spirit's warm Promethean light. 
Come then, at Science and at Friendship's call, 

Their vow*d disciple ; — come, for they invite ! 
The social powers without thee languish all. 

Come, that I may not hear the winds of night. 
Nor count the heavy eave-drops as they fall. 

anna SEWARD. 



On the fleet streams the sun, that late arose, 

In amber radiance plays ;~the tall young grass 

No foot hath bruised — clear morning, as I pass. 
Breathes the pure gale that on the blossom blows ; 
And, as with gold yon green hill's summit glows, 

The lake inlays the vale with molten 'glass. 

Now is the year's soft youth ; yet me, alas! 
Cheers not as it was wont; impending woes 
Weigh on my heart ! the joys that once were mine 

Spring leads not back ; and those thatyet remain 
Fade while she blooms. — Each hour more lovely 
shine 

Her crystal beams, and feed her floral train; 
But ah, with pale aikl waning fires decline 

Those eyes whose light my filial hopes sustain. 

ANNA SEWARD. 
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On the damp margin of the seabeat shore 
Lonely at eve to wander ; or reclined 
Beneath a rock, what time the rising wind 

Motums o'er the waters, and, with solemn roar^ 

Vast billows into caverns surging pour. 

And back recede alternate ; while combined 
Loud shriek the seafowls, harbingers assigned, 

Clamorous and fearful of the stormy hour ; 

To listen with deep thought those awful sounds ; 
Gaze on the boiling, the tumultuous waste. 

Or promontory rude, or craggy mounds 
Staying the furious main, delight has cast 

O'er my rapt spirits, and my thrilling heart. 

Dear as the softer joys green vales impart. 

ANNASEWARU. 



^0 a Coffin Xitl. 

Thou silent door of our eternal sleep, 
Sickness and pain, debility and woes. 
All the dire train of ills existence knows 

Thou shuttest out for ever ! — Why then weep 

This- fix'd tranquillity, — so long ! — so deep ! 
In a dear father's clay-cold form? — ^where rose 
No energy enlivening Health bestows, ' 

Through many a tedious year that used to creep 

In languid deprivation ; while the flame 
Of intellect, resplendent once confessed. 

Dark, and more dark each passing day became. 
Now that angelic lights the soul invest. 

Calm let me yield to thee a joyless frame. 
Thou silent door of everlasting Rest. 

ANNA SEWARD. 



L. 



SONNETS. 343 

Dark as the silent stream beneath the night. 
Thy funeral glides to Life's eternal home. 
Child of its narrow house ! — ^how late theUoom, 
The facile smile, the soft eye's crystal light,, 
Each grace of youth's gay morn that charms our 
sight [gloom, 

Play'd o'er that form ! now sunk in death's cold 
Insensate ! ghastly ! — for the yawning tomb, 
Alas ! fit inmate. — Thus we mourn the blight 
Of virgin beauty, and endowments rare 

In their glad hours of promise. — O ! when age 
Drops,like the o'erblown faded rose, though dear 
Its long known worth, no stormy sorrows rage ; 
But swell when we behold, unsoil'd by time^ 
Youth's broken lily perish'd in its prime* 

. ____^ ANNA SEWARD. 

'^n ^bening in iWag* 

Ye glittering stars of heaven's blue concave, hail ! 

Ye ancient oaks, that lift your branches high 

In the dim twilight of the azure sky, 
Beneath whose arms I hear the nightingale 
Pour out her liquid notes across the vale ; 

While mates from every half-leafd covert nigh 

In exquisitely varied notes reply ! 
Thou faded hill, where bleating lambs bewa^ 

Their mothers lost ! thou hedge, yet dimly seen, 
That skirt'st the meadow, whence the screechowl 
cries ! 

Ye glancing lights, that oft by fits, between 
The opening branches, from the village rise ! 

Hail, soul-composing scenes and harmonies, 

That raise tlie soul to heavenly ecstasies ! 

SIR E. BRYDGES. 
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SRritttn at QRotton, iit IRtnt. 

Ye scenes my melancholy sonV that fiU, [drown, 
Where Nature's voice no crowds tmbnltaons 
And but thro' breaks of trees^the lawn that crown. 

The paths of men are seen ; and fardier still 

Scarce peeps the city spire o'er many a hill ! 
Your green retreats, lone walks, and shadows 
brown, [frown, 

While sheep feed round, beneath the branches' 

Shall calm my mind, and holy thoughts instill. 

What though with passion oft my trembling frame 
Each real and each fancied wrong inflame. 
Wandering alone I here my thoughts reclaim : 

Resentment sinks, Disgust within me dies ; 
And Charity and meek Forgiveness risey 
And melt my soul and overflow mine eyes. 

^^____ ^ SIR E. brydges. 

^n Breams. 

O GENTLE Sleep, come, wave thine opiate wing, 

And vnth thy dewy fingers close mine eyes ! 

Then shall freed Fancy from her cell arise, 
And elves and fairies dance in airy riiig 
Before her sight, and melting visions bring 

Of virgin love, pure faith, and lonely sighs ; 

While on the passing gale soft music dies, 
And hands unseen awake the' aerial string. 
Ye dreams, to me than waking bliss more dear; 

Love-breathing forms before my view display'd ; 
And fairy songs that charm my ravish'd ear ; 

Let blackening cares my day vrith darkness 
In^miling patience every wrong I'll bear, [shade, 

While ye relieve me with your nightly aid ! 

SIR E. BRYDGES. 
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Though since my date of woe longyeara have roll'd, 

Darkness ne'er draws the curtains round my 
Nor orient morning opes her eyes of gold, [head. 

But grief pursues my walks or haunts my bed. 
Visions, in sleep, their tristful shapes unfold ; 

Show Misery living, Hope and Pleasure dead, 
Pale shrouded beauty, kisses faint and cold ; 

Or murmur words the parting angel said. 
Thoughts when awake their wonted trains renew ; 

With all their stings my tortured breast assail ', 
Her faded form now glides before my view ; 

Her plaintive voice now floats upon the gale. 
The hope how vain, that time should bring relief! 
Time does but deeper root a real grief. 

SIR B. BOOTHBY. 



Death ! thy cold hand the brightest flower has 
chiird 

That e'er suffused Love's cheek with rbsy dyes ; 

Quench'd the soft radiance of the loveliest eyes. 
And accents, tuned to sweetest music, still'd ; 
The springing buds of hope and pleasure kill'd ; 

Joy's cheerful measures changed to doleful sighs ; 

Of fairest form and fairest mind tl^e ties 
For ever rent in twain. — So heaven has will'd ! 
Though in the bloom of health tbj arrow fled. 
Sudden as sure ; long had prophetic dread 
Hung o'er my heart, and all my thoughts depresa'd ! 
Oft when in flowery wreaths I saw her dress'd, 
A beauteous victim seem'd to meet my eyes, 
To early fate a destined sacrifice. 

SIR B. BOOIHBY. 
YOt. iH. Y Y 
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^ ^incmoutl^, af tec a tcmpcdtnottft Stoea^c* . 

As slow I climb the cliffs' ascending side, 
Much musing on the track of terror past, 
When o'er the dark wave rode the howling blast, 
Pleased I look back and view the tranquil tide 
That laves the pebbled shore : and now the beam 
Of evening smiles on the gray battlement. 
And yon forsaken towers that-Time has rait : — 
The lifted oar far off with silver gleam 
Is touch'd, and hush'd is all the billo¥ry deep ! 
Soothed by the scene, thus on tired Nature^s 

breast 
A stillness slowly steals, and kindred rest; 
While sea-sounds lull her, and she sinks to sleep, 
Like melodies which mourn upon the lyre. 
Waked by the breeze, and as they mourn ex- 
pire. BOWLES. 



Evening, as slow thy^ placid shades descend. 
Veiling with gentlest hush the landscape still, 
The lonely battlement, and farthest hill. 
And wood, I think of those that have no friend. 
Who now, perhaps, by melancholy led [flaunted 
From the broad blaze of day, where pleasure 
Retiting, wander 'mid thy lonely haunts 
Unseen ; and watch the tints that o'er thy bed 
Hang lovely, to their pensive fancy's eye 
Presenting fairy vales where the tired mind 
Might rest, beyond the murmurs of mankind. 
Nor hear the hourly moans of misery ! [the whUe 
Ah ! beauteous views, that Hope's fair gleams 
Should smile like you, and perish as they smile ! 

BOWLES. 
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^t ^ttnn, lanuing. 

The orient beam illumes the parting oar — 
From yonder azure track, emerging white, 
The earliest sail slow gains upon the sight, 

And the blue wave comes rippling to the shore; 

Meantime far off the rear of darkness flies : 
Yet 'mid the beauties of the morn, unmoved, 
Like one for ever torn from all he loved. 

Towards Albion's heights I turn my longing eyes, 

Where every pleasure seemed erewhile to dwell : 
Yet boots it not to think or to complain, 
Musing sad ditties to the reckless main : 

So dreams like these, adieu ! tl^e pealing bell 
Speaks of the hour that stays not — and the day 
To life's sad turmoil calls my heart away. 

^^^^ BOWLES. 

'TwAS mom, and beauteous on the mountain's brow 
(Hung with the beamy clusters of the vine) 
Stream'd the blue light, when on the sparkling 
Rhine 

We bounded, and the white waves round the prow 

In murmurs parted ; varying as we go, 
Lo ! the woods open, and the rocks retire. 
Some convent's ancient walls or glistening spire 

'Mid the bright landscape's track unfolding slow. 

Here dark, with furrow'd aspect,like despair, [side 
Frowns the bleak cliff — tiiere on the woodland's 
The shadowy sunshine pours its streaming tide ; 

Whilst Hope, enchanted with the scene so fair, 
Would wish to linger many a summer's day, 
Nor heeds how fast the prospect winds away. 

BOWLES. 
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IRt a (IDotttent. 

If chance some penBive stranger^ hither led, 
(His bosom glowing from majestic Tiews, [hues) 
The gorgeous dome, or the proud landscape's 
Should ask who sleeps beneath this lowly bed — 
Tis poor Matilda ! — To the cloister'd scene, 
A mourner, beauteous and miknown, she came, 
To shed her tears unmark'd, and quench theflame 
Of frxiitless love : yet was her look serene 
As the pale moonlight in the midnight aisle ; — 
Hervoicewassoft, which yeta charm could lend, 
Like that which spoke of a departed friend. 
And a meek sadness sat upon her smile ! — 
Now, far removed from every earthly ill. 
Her woes are buried, and her heart ia- still. 

BOWLES. 



&ti a Distant Sti«t» of <Sa$Iatm«. 

Ah ! from mine eyes the tears unbidden start. 
As thee, my country, and the long lost sight 
Of thy own cliffs that l^t tiieir summits white 
Above tiie wave, once niore my beating heart 
With eager hope and filial transport hails ! 
Scenes of my youth, reviving gales ye bring. 
As when erewhile the tuneful mom of spring 
Joyous awoke amidst your blooming vales. 
And filFd with fragrance every painted plain : 
Fled are those hours, and all the jeys they gave ! 
Yet still I gaze, and count each rising wave 
That bears me nearer to your haunts again ; 
If haply, 'mid those woods and vales so &ir, 
Stranger to Peace, I yet may meet her there. 

BOWLES. 



SONNETS. 349 

As one who, long by wasting sickness worn, 
Weary has watch'd the lingering night, and heard 
Heartless the carol of the matin bird 
Salute his lonely porch, now first at mom 
Goes forth, leaving his melancholy bed ; 

He the green slope and lerel meadow views, 
Delightful bathed with slow-ascending dews ! 
Or marks the clouds that o'er the mountain's hea4 
In varying forms fantastic wander white ; 
Or turns his ear to every random song. 
Heard the green river's winding marge along. 
The whilst each sense is steep'd in still delight. 
With such delight, o'er all my heart I feel. 
Sweet Hope ! thy fragrance pure and healing 
incense steal f bowles. ' 



How shall I meet thee, Summer, wont to fill 
My heart with gladness, when thy pleasant tide 
First came, and on each comb's romantic side 

Was heard the distant cuckoo's hollow bill? 

Fre^ flowers shall fringe the wild brink of the 
stream, 
As with the songs of joyance and of hope 
The hedge-rows shall ring loud, and on the slope 

The poplars sparkle in the transient beam ; 

The shrubs and laurels which I loved to tend. 
Thinking their May- tide fragrance might delight 

With many a peaceful charm thee, my best friend^ 
Shall put forth their green shoot, and cheer the 
sight! 

But I shall mark their hues with sickening eyes, 

And weep for her who in the cold grave lies! 

BOWLES. 
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Again the wood and long withdrawing yale 

In many a tint of tender green are dressed, 
Where the young leaves, unfolding, scarce conceal 

Beneath their early shade the half-form'd nest 
Of finch or woodlark, and the primrose pale 

And lavish cowslip, wildly scatter'd round. 
Give their sweet spirits to the sighing gale. 

Ah! season of delightl — could aught be found 
To soothe awhile the tortured bosom's pain, 

Of Sorrow's rankling shaft to cure the wound, 
And bring life's first delusions once again, 
Twere surely met in thee ! — thy prospects fair. 
Thy sounds of harmony, thy balmy air 
Have power to cure all sadness — ^but despair. 

CHARLOTTE SMTTU. 



56ttp90ftctt to be SRritttn bs aSSerUr. 

W^Y should I wish to hold in this low sphere 

* A frail and feverish being f Wherefore try 
Poorly from day to day to linger here, 

Against the powerful hand of destiny? 
By those who know the force of hopeless care 

On the worn heart — I sure shall be forgiven. 
If, to elude dark guilt and dire despair, 

I go uncall'd — to mercy and to Heaven ! 
O thou ! to save whose peace I now depart. 

Will thy soft mind thy poor lost friend deplore, 
When worms shall feed on this devoted heart, 

Where even thy image shall be found no more? 
Yet may thy pity mingle not with pain, 
Fpr then thy hapless lover— -dies in vain ! 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 
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^0 jWeloncl^ols, tmritten on t^z ISanlis of t^cHrtin. 

When latest Autumn spreads her evening yell, 
And the gray mists from these dim waves arise^ 
I love to listen to the hollow sighs, [gale : 

Through the half-leafless wood, that breathes the 

For at such hours the shadowy phantom pale 
Oft seems' to fleet before the poet's eyes ; [dies, 
Strange sounds are heard, and mournful melo- 

As of night- wanderers, who their woes bewail ! 

Here by his native stream, at such an hour. 
Pity's own Otway I methinks could meet, 

* And hear his deep sighs swell the saddened 
^O Melancholy! — ^such thy magic power, [wind! 
That to the soul these dreams are often sweet, 
And soothe the pensive visipnary mind ! 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 



Far on the sands the low retiring tide 

In distant murmurs hardly seems to flow; 
And o'er the world of waters, blue and wide, 

The sighing summer wind forgets to blow. 
As sinks the daystar in the rosy west. 

The silent wave with rich' reflection glows: 
Alas! can tranquil nature give me rest, 

Or scenes of beauty soothe me to repose ? 
Can the soft lustre of the sleeping main. 

Yon radiant heaven, or all creation's charms, 
' Erase the written troubles of the brain,' 

Which memory tortures, and which guilt alarms ? 
Or bid a bosom transient quiet prove^ 
That bleeds with vain remorse and unextinguished 

love? CHARLOTTE SMITH. 
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SniHpoftctl to U tontten oUct t^ 0rrBfK id aXalH}. 

THOU ! who sleep'st where hazle-bands entwine 
The vernal grass, with paler violets dressM ; 

1 would, sweet maid ! thy humble bed were mine, 

And mine thy calm and enviable rest. 
For never more by human ills oppress'd 

Shall thy soft spirit fruitlessly repine : 

Thou canst not now thy fondest hopes resign 
Even in the hour that should have made thee bless'd. 
Light lies the lurf upon thy virgin breast ; 

And lingering here, to love and sorrow true. 
The youth who once thy simple heart possessed 

Shall mingle tears with April's early dew ; 
While still for him shall faithful memory save 
Thy form and virtues from the sclent grave. 

CHAkLOTTE -SMITH. 



Supposed to i^iM been fotitttn in tl^e l^cbriues. 

On this lone island, whose unfruitful breast 
Feeds but the Summer shepherd's little flock 
With scanty herbage from the half-dlothed rock, 

Where ospreys, cormorants, and seamews rest; 
Even in a scene so desolate and rude 

I could with thee for months and years be bless'd ; 

And of thy tenderness and love possess'd. 
Find all my world in this wild solitude ! 

When summer suns these northern seas illume. 
With thee admire the light's reflected charms. 

And when drear Mrinter spreads his cheerless gloom, 
Still find £l3rsium in thy sheltering arms : 

For thou to me canst sovereign bliss impart, 

Thy mind my empire — and my throne thy heart. 

CHAJEOOTTB SMTIH. 



^^nsLE thus I wander, cheerless and unblesa'd, 

And find in change of place bnt change of pain, 
In tranquil sleep the village labourers rest, 

And taste that quiet I pursue in rain ! 
Hushed is the hamlet now, and faintly gleam 

The dying embers from the casement low 
Of the thatch'd cottage ; while the moon's Wan beam 

Lends a new lustre to the dazzling snow — 
O'er the cold waste, amid the freezing night, 

Scarce heeding whither, desolate I stray ; 
For me, pale eye of evening, thy soft light 

Leadis to no happy home ; my weary way 
Ends but in sad vicissitudes of care : 

I only fly from doubt — to meet despair ! 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 



Sftritten in a tcmpcstnons i^igl^t. 

The night-flood rakes upon the stony shore ; 
^ Along the rugged cliffs and chalky coves 
Mourns the hoarse ocean, seeming to deplore 

All that are buried in his restless w^aves — 
Mined by corrosive tides, the hollow rock 

Falls prone ; and, rushing from its turfy height, 
Shakes the broad beach virith long-resounding shock 

Loud thundering on the ear of sullen night ; 
Above the desolate and stormy deep 

Oleeunsthe wan moon, by floating mist oppressed; 
Yet here, while youth and health and labour sleep. 

Alone I wander — calm untroubled rest^ [breast, 

' Nature's soft nurse,' deserts the sigh-swoln 
And shuns the eyes that only wake to weep ! 

CHARIX)TTE SMITH. 
VOL. HI. Z Z 
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^^ SftintcY fii^t^ 

^ Sleep, that knits up the ravel'd sleeve of care/ 
Forsakes me, while the chill and sullen blast, 
As my sad soul recalls its sorrows x>asty 

Seems like a summons bidding me prepare 

For the last sleep of death — ^murmuring I hear 
The hollow wind around the ancient towers, 

While night and silence reign, and cold and drear 
The darkest gloom of middle winter lours; 

But wherefore fear existence such as mine, 
To change for long and undisturbed repose? 

Ah! when this suffering being I resign. 
And o'er my miseries the tomb shall close^ 

By her, whose loss in anguish I deplore, 

I shall be laid, and feel that loss no more ! 

CHARLOTTE SMITH. 



56niUDt(rop0. 

Wan heralds of the sun and summer gale ! 

That seem just fallen from infant Zephyr's wing! 
Not now, as once, with heart revived I hail 

Your modest buds, that for the brow of spring 
Form the first simple garland. — Now no more, 

Escaping for a moment all my cares, 
Shall I with pensive silent step explore 

The woods yet leafless ; where to chilling airs 
Your green and pencird blossoms trembling wave. 

Ah ! ye soft transient children of .the ground. 
More fair was she on whose untimely grave 

Flow my unceasing tears ! Their varied round 
The seasons go ; while I through all repine : 
For fix*d regret and hopeless grief are mine. 

CHARLOTTE SMITB. 
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^0 ti^e S^i^atJe of lirxxm. 

Mute is thy wild harp, now, O bard sublime ! 
Who, amid Scotia's mountain solitude, 

Great Nature taught to ' build the lofty rhyme,' 
And, even beneath the daily pressure rude 
Of labouring poverty, thy generous blood 
Fired with the love of freedom — Not subdued 

Wert thou by thy low fortune : But a time 

Like this we live in, when the abject chime 

Of echoing parasite is best approved. 
Was not for thee — ^Indignantly is fled 

Thy noble spirit; and, no longer moved 

By all the ills o'er which thine heart has bled, 
Associate wprthy of the' illustrious dead. 

Enjoys with them ' the liberty it loved.' 

CHARLOTTE SMFTH. 



Weajiy and faint, methought the cooling air 

Of fragrant eve I breathed in silent spot, 
When, lo f to sight appear'd the fatal fair 

Now long unseen, but never yet forgot. 
Timid her steps, her looks forgiveness pray'd, 

Her heavenly eyes shone through repentant tears; 
And, * O my friend !' with tenderest voice she said, 

^ Still must resentment gloom life's fairest years ? 
Ah! think how oft are mortals snared by guile ; 

Perfection dwells but in the realms of bliss.' 
Blushing she bent, and, with an angel's smile, 

Seal'd on my lips the reconciling kiss. 
I press'd her to my heart with joy supreme — 
And waked, alas ! to mourn my bliss a dream. 

R, A. DATENPORT. 
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9o JfOisa ilftitfottr. 

BIaay ! ^tis sweet, from all the giddy tfaroog 
Retired, *■ at eve, when all the woods are still,' 
To hear the lone and plaintiye warbler ^trill. 

By melody inspired, the liquid song : 

lis swee^ reclined the woodland shades among. 
To list, from Eol's lyre, the tones that fill 
The breast with tenderness, or wildly thrill. 

As zephyr breathes the magic chords along. 

But sweeter than to hear the nightbird singing, 
When peace reposes on the moonlight plain ; 

Or tones from airy lyre of Eol ringing. 
In bonds of harmony the soul that chain ; 

O, sweeter far, diyiner pleasure bringing. 
To hear thee, Mary, pour thy heavenly strain 

R. A. DAVENPORT 



^0 t|e ipairics. 

O ! LISTEN to my prayer, ye elfin train. 

Who issuing from your cells at this lone houi 
With printless footsteps on the silent plain. 
Beneath some ivied, overhanging tower, 
In measured cadence round the dewhung flowei 
Dance to your tiny lute's melodious strain : 
To you, ye fairy people, I complain, ' 

For well I ween ye know the hidden power 
Qi every herb that grows in dell or bower, 
Or on the margent of the murmuring stream: 
Say is there aught can heal the sad heart's pain 
O, make it mine — and may the moon's mild beai 
' Shine on your sportive revels all the year. 
Nor e'er unhallow'd step invade your haunts i 
dear! r. a. davenpor' 
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Poor . luckless flower, why languid droops thy 

Why do thy late warm tints begin to fail ? [head ? 

And that sweet fragrance which perfumed the 
Why is it now for ever from thee fled? [vale, 
Say, dost thou mourn that from thy native bed 

Untimely pluck'd thou shalt no more inhale 

The sun's warm ray, the renovating gale, 
And to the bee thy treasured nectar spread? 

Alas! like thee from tranquil pleasure torn. 
And doom'd no more Hope's sunny smile to know. 

Those faded hours of bliss I sadly mourn. 
For which,though vain,Regret'sfond tear will flow. 

Thou happy diest. I, by pale anguish worn, 
Unwilling live to feel protracted woe. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



®n ^t ?lpproac| of Spring. 

Lo ! from theirbeds the timid flowers are peeping. 
To drink the sun*s revivifying ray ; 
The gladden'd birds begin to carol gay ; 

The weary tempest idly now is sleeping : [ing 

O'er the sedged brook young zephyr softly creep- 
Forms many a dimple in his wanton play ; 
The trees are budding forth their new array — 

Yet lorn I rove, my eyes are dim with weeping. 
I cannot joyous hail the sun bright shining ; 

The budding trees, the mildly breathing air ; 
The merry birds their melodies combining ; 

For I am sad, the victim of despair — 

Say, heeds the captive in his cell reclining, 

Whether the pawing- day be foul or fair? 

R. A« DAVENPORT. 
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Soft breathing Zephyr, in some lonely dell, 
Where slowly winds the limpid stream its way, 
Hid by the oak's broad shade from prying day, 

Dost thou delight, alone, remote, to dwell ? 

Or rather where the mountain's lofty van 
Frowns on the Tale below, say do^t thou fly, 

And with thy silky wings each floret fan, 
That blooms unseen by any mortal eye ? 

From dell remote, where strays the mazy stream. 
Or where on airy cliff the lone buds spring, 
Haste ! to my languid frame thy breezes bring, 

Unnerved I faint beneath the sun's fierce beam : 
While in my bosom a still fiercer fire 
Consuming preys, with life alone to' expire. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



Mo iffz ISntttrfl^. 

Child of the vernal sun ! with spangled Mng 
Thou sportest lightly on the scented gale : 
Thee no conflicting passions rude assail ; 
But wandering wild, in many an airy ring, 
Around the blooming children of the spring — 
The blushing rose, or lily purest pale, 
That, as mild Zephyr steals along the vale. 
On his light plumes their blended fragrance fling — 
Careless, unpainM, of life thy little hour 

Flits gaily ! ah ! that I like thee might know 
Such sweet Exemption from heart-rending woe ; 
Like thee, unhurt by love's or fortune's power. 
In airy circles round each blossom fly, 
Then, chill'd by winter, unrepining die ! 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 
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Meek matron, Twilight ! at thy silent hour, 
When slow, as loath to part, in western skies 
The last fine. streak of glowing crimson dies, 

And Vesper hastes to lead his starry power ; 

When the bright dewdrop on each closing flower 
Trembles, as soft the lulling zephyr sighs, 
And the dull bat on uncouth pinions flies 

In frequent circles round his lonely tower ; 
Ah, then, full dearly do I love to stray 

Far from the giddy rout of Comus jolly; « 
With folded arms alone to bend my way, 

Free from the hated din of empty Folly, [gray, 
Through some faint rustling grove or cloister 

Lost in the musing swe^t of sainted Melancholy. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



^0 a^inur. 

Let happy mortals love the gaudy bloods 
That deck the bosom of the laughing Spring, 
And, fann'dby her warm breath, profusely fling 

To the young gale their delicate perfumes ; — 

Stem rugged Winter, thy congenial glooms 
A mournful pleasure to that bosom bring 
Where pale Despondence spreads her lurid wing. 

Which Fate severe to ceaseless sorrow dooms. 
It loves, than all the vernal pride far more. 

Thy storms wild-howling through the forest bare ; 
Thy driving snows the plains that mantle o'er; 

Thy chilling mists that dim the burden'd air : 
Then Nature seems her sorrows to deplore^ 

And, sympathetic, feel the soul's despair. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 
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Sweet birds, who dwell beneath this grove's thick 
shade, 

I come, depressed ajid weigh'd to earth by wrong, 

Unheard by all the sickening, soulless throng, 
To mourn vain hopes and love but ill repaid. 
Blilhe minstrels, now no guileful feet invade 

Your haunts, then fly not as I rove along, 

Bat rather kindly strive with charmiiil song 
To give my throbbing heart some little aid! 
Sing on, sweet birds, nor fear frcnn me annoy; 

Your nests I harm not, nor your offspring steal: 
Not mine the gloomy pleasure to destroy. 

He who, by change of giddy Fortune's v«rheel, 
Has seen hinuelf of many a cherish'd joy 

Ruddiy bereft, for all, that lives can feel, 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



QSTitten at jninnigi^t. 

Ye disembodied spirits, who have pass'd 

Of ^s dim earth the feverish turmoil ; 

If, not in inner heaven enthroned — awhile 
Ye wander, viewless, through the starry vast, 
And pit3ring see, by changeful Passion's blast 

Rude tempested, or wrung by force 9r guile, 

The feeble dwellers on this thorny soil. 
Till friendly Death the conflict end at last; 
Tell^ if ye may, what cares, what pleasures wait 

The' ethereal essence from encumbering dust 
Released, to seek on high its destined state : 

Vain wish ! ye hear not, or the Ever-just 
Forbids the wondrous story to relate ; 

Peace then, my soul! adore and humbly trust! 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 
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How 6ft, when others rest in sleep profound, . 

I wake, — to years gone by while Memory flies, 

And muses there, till all the present dies, ' 
And all the past revives, and lives around. 
Then, bursting from its dark and narrow bound. 

For one brief moment to my wondering eyes 

Thy form, my buried friend ! appears to rise, 
With all its soft and breathing beauty crown'd. 
Thy heavenly accents once again I hear ! 

I catch thy smile, thy blushes' orient glow ! 
Thick beats my heart : the vision fades : the tear 

Of bliss with anguish mix'd begins to flow. 
O melancholy joy ! yet O more dear 

ThaimJl that power or grandeur could bestow. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 



Does Fancy cheat me ? or, from heaven descending. 
When throbs my lonely heart with grief severe. 
Dost thou, indeed, O friend beloved! appear? 

Still, as in life, thy gentle succour lending ! 

For, sure, on me their azure splendour bending, 
I see those eyes, dimm'd vnth the pitying tear. 
And soft thou whisperest to my charmed ear 

Thy strains of hope, the pang of woe suspending ! 

Can this be Fancy ! I remember well 

The balmy smile, the cheek's divine suffusion, 

Thje tones that like Eolian music fell ! 

Yet O ! if Fancy form the bright delusion, 

In this sad breast for ever may she dwell, 
Unscared away by Reason's cold intrusion. 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 
TOL. m. 8 A ' 
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^n ti^c Sca^ of Colonel Sed^tll, 1S09. 
Brief was thy course^ brave SchiU ! but dazzling 
blaze 

O'er that brief course tiie star of glory shed: 
'Twas thine for fetter'd realms the sword to raise ; 

And dare a foe who smote those realms with 
dread : 
Twas thine, at honour and at fireedom's call, 

To scorn of danger and of death the frown ; 
TwBL» thine awhile to triumph o'er the Graul, 

And nurse the dreams of conquest and renown! 
Nor wert thou doom'd those visions to resign : 
Ere hope expired, to press the field was thine ; 

Nor hear the taunt nor wear tiie chain of foes. 
Bless*d was thy fate! who would not ra^er own 
The few and glowing hours which thou hast known 

Than long and languid years of indolent reposej^ 

R. A. DAVENPORT. 

^ t]^e alllctf IKnnles approaci^fn^^ ^pads, 1814» 
With gorgeous spoils of conqVier*d nations crown'd, 

Imperial city ! still didst thou the cries 

Of Nature, Justice, Freedom, Truth, despise : 
At length thy crimes have rejich'd their final bound! 
From ruin'd fanes, polluted altars round, 

The murmurs deep of accusation rise; 

And loud for vengeance to the listening skleff 
The voice of innocent blood calls from the ground. 
And therefore pass'd are thy triumphant hours, 

Proud city ! long in guilty glory nursed : 
Woe to thee, Paris ! Woe ! tremendous lours 

The storm of heavenly anger, soon to burst: 
Destruction's angel hovers o'er thy towers. 

Thou second Sodom, darker than the first ! 

R. A. DAYEVPORT. 
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Hiusctiptiim (or t(c ^omib of ^orlier*^ 

Art thou a slave? Thou base of heart, retire 1 

■GOf lick the dust! go, hug the despot's chain ! 

Nor let thy steps this hallow'd earth profane, 
That threats thy dastard lord with omens dire. 
But dost thou thraldom spurn? does patriot fire 

Rush with a thrilling power through every vein ? 

Then pause,^ and, pouring forth the' indignant 
Call on the tyrant's head celestial ire. [strain. 
No common cause thy grief and wrath demands : 

This tomb enshrined no common relic keeps. 
Lifting to heaven her supplicating hands. 

Her martyr'd son here pallid Freedom weeps ! 
And, sternly musing, Valour guardian stands. 

With spotless Honour join'd: — Here Porlier 
sleeps! - . R. a. davenport. 



Chain'd eagle ! that upon yon rock alone 

Dost sit, with desolate heart, and turn thy gaze 
To realms where once the more than solar blaze 

Of Glory's orb around thy path was thrown ; 

For ever pent within that narrow zone. 

While torturing Memory on thy bosom preys, 
Shalt thou no more thy daring pinions raise 

To heights sublime, by vulgar wing unknown? 

Alas I imperial bird, hadst thou but reign'd 
Monarch, not tyrant, never had. this doom 

Been thine, from light and liberty restrained. 
To mourn with drooping heeik and shatter'd 
plume, [dain'd, 

While those, whom erst thy towering pride dis- 
Vultures and pies and crows the' aerial sway 
assume I r. a. davenport. 
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Scarce had thy velvet lips imbibed the dew, 
And Nature hail'd thee infant queen of May, 
Scarce saw thine opening bloom the sun's broad 

And to the air thy tender fragrance threw ; [ray, 

When the nprth wind enamour'd of thee grew, 
And by his cold rude kiss thy charms decay. 

Now droops thine head,now fades thy blushing hue ; 
No more the queen of flowers, no longer gay. 

So blooms a maid, her guardian's health and joy, 
Her mind array'd in Innocency's vest; 

When, suddenly, impatient to destroy^ 
Death clasps the virgin to his icy breast. 

She fades — the parent, sister, friend deplore 

The charms and buddiog virtues now no more ! 

. MISS C. SYBIMONS. 

0n t})t I9tatf) of i^tiss Caroline Summons* 

O ! WHAT a length of days indulged to me 

Who little have employed the boon of Time ! 

Whil« thee Death cr<^p'd in thy first dawn of 
prime, 
Sweet and hope-breathing flower ! How ilf agree 
Such hopes, such early fate ! — But no : — ^to Thee 

Expands the beauty of a purer clime ; 

The' eternal radiance of that bless'd sublime 
Which tenderest Innocence may happiest see. 
And such the will of Heaven. Nor could it speak 

More clearly to mankind. That loveliest bloom, 
That morn of promise which began to break. 

Closed in the dreary darkness of the tomb, 
^Proclaim — ' Look, mortals, to that world on high. 
Where Sweetness, Genius, Goodness cannot die.' 

CAPEL LOFFT. 
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Sappi^o to ^i^aoh* 

s it to love — to fix the tender gaze, 
To hide the timid blush and steal away, 
To shun the busy world and waste the day 

D some rude mountain's solitary maze? 

s it to chant one name in ceaseless lays, 
To hear no words that other tongues can say, 
To watch the pale moon's melancholy ray, 

'o chide in fondness, and in folly praise? 

3 it to pour the' involuntary^sigfa. 
To dream of bliss and wake new pangs to prove, 

'o talk in fancy with the speaking eye. 
Then start in jealousy and wildly rove? 

B it to loathe the Ught, and \vish to die ? 
For these I feel :— and feel that they are love. 

MRS, ROBINSON. 



Sappi^o to ^l^aon* 

!an8T thou forget, O idol of my soul. 
Thy Sappho's voice, her form, her dulcet lyre, 
That, melting every thought to fond desire, 

lade sweet delirium o'er thy senses roll? 

lanst thou so soon renounce the bless'd control 
That calm'd with Pity's tears love's raging fire, 

Fhile Hope, slow breathing oil the trembling wire, 

In every note with soft persuasion stole? 

} sovereign of my heart, return, return ! 
For me no springs appear ; no summers bloom ; 

To sunbeams glitter, and no altars bum : 
The mind's dark winter of eternal gloom 

hows, midst the waste, a solitary urn, 
A blighted laurel^ and a mouldering tomb. 

MRS. ROBINSON. 
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Co 1ExfN»8Jli0ll» 

£zpB]E88ioN, child of soul, I fondly trace 
lliy strong enchantments when the poet* s lyre. 
The painter's pencil catch thy sacred fire, 

And beauty wakes for thee her touching grace. 

But from this frighted glance thy form avert 
When horrors check thy tear, thy struggling sigh ; 
When Frenzy rolls in thy impassion'd eye, . 

Or Guilt sits heayy on thy labouring heart. 

Nor ever let my shuddering fancy hear 
Hie wasting groan or view the pallid look 
Of him the Muses loved : when Hope forsook 

His spirit, vainly to the Muses dear. [breast 

For charm'd vdth heavenly song this bleeding 

Mourns that the power of verse could give despair 
no rest. h. maria wiluams. 



^0 t^ ^nxtn SitM^ 

Pathway of Light! o'er thy empurpled sone 
With lavish charms perennial summer strays, 
Soft mid thy spicy groves the zephyr plays. 

While far around the rich perfumes are thrown ! 

The Amadavid bird for thee alone 

Spreads his gay plumes that catch thy vivid rays : 
For thee the gems vnth liquid lustre blaze ; 

And Nature's various wealth is all thine own ! 

But ah, not thine is twilight's doubtfol gloom ; - 
Those mild gradations mingling day with night! 

Here instant darkness shrouds thy genial bloom ; 
Nor leaves my pensive soul that lingering light. 

When musing Memory would each trace resume 
Of &ding pleasures in successive flight. 

H. MARIA WILUABfS. 
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^0 t]^t €DtttlefD* 

Soothed by the murmurs on the seabeat shore. 

His dun gray plumage floating to the gale, 

The curlew blends his melancholy wail 
With those hoarse sounds the rushing waters pour. 
Like thee, congenial bird, my steps explore 

The bleak lone seabeach or the rocky dale ; 

And shun the orange bower, the myrtle vale, 
Whose gay luxuriance suits my soul no more. 
I loTe the ocean's broad expanse, when dress'd 

In limpid clearness ; or when tempests blow: 
When the smooth currents on its placid breast 

Flow calm, as my past moments used to flow ; 
Or when its troubled waves refuse to rest. 

And seem the symbols of my present woe. 

H. MARIA WILLIAMS. 



Now gleam the clouded host of stars ! and now 

Hie vestal Dian, with her lamp of light 
Veiled in mists, above the mountain's brow 

Glides through the shadowy sky, and gilds the 
night: 
Here, where the desert moor, the water still, 

In deepest gloom are stretch'd ; and dim and faix 
The hamlet rests in sleep ; what fancies fill 

This lonely heart, and heavenly musings mar ! 
Ah ! now perhaps, amid yon peaceful scene, 

Death's noiseless sithe some blooming youth 
destroys! 

Or Sorrow, o'er wan embers, weeps past joys < 
Or houseless Hunger faints and groans between ; 

Or Murder, o'er some corpse, with bloody hands, 

Hearkening its last dread cry, tremendous 
stands! a. maria porter. 
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THROUGHbalmy groves the young Favonius rushes, 

Partmg with wanton wing their foliage light; 
Beneath Sol's gaze awakening Flora blushes, 

And binds her radiant hair with wreaths as 

bright: [flushes, 

Spring's sweetest breath the cheek of Nature 

While Love's own minstrel woos the pitsring 
Night; 
At thatbless'd sound the spheres' softmusic hushes ; 

They bend entranced to hear from heaven's steep 
height. 
How fair the scene, if to my bosom's measure 

Som^ dear companion's breast responsive beat ! 
If they now far away but shared my treasure 

Of wanderings wide and wild, and feelings 
But ah, I lonely rove : and lonely pleasure [sweet! 

Suits not a heart of social thoughts the seat ! 

A. MARIA PORTER. 

OKrttten in tf^c Spring. 

Whilst fresh and green the trees around me sway. 

And cheerful zephyr pipes their glades among, 
Whilst the bright moon, like bashful bride of day, 

With silver feet walketh the heavens along — 

O nightingale ! thy melancholy song 
I hear, and wonder why so sad a lay 
Still waits not on the passing year's decay, 

When scatter'd leaves the lonely valleys throng. 
Why, gentle bird ! in April's spangled woods. 

On primrose banks ,pour'8t thou melodious tears. 
When beds of faded boughs and wither'd buds 

Neglected Autumn's cold and moist hand rears ? 
She o'er thy heavy griefs would weep in floods, 

While the gay Spring insulting them appears. 

A. MARIA PORTER. 
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Fair art thou, Scotia! the swift mountain stream 
Bashes with deafening.roar and whitening spiay 
From thy lurown hills, where eagles seek their 

Or soar undazzled in the solar beam. [prey, 

But dearer far to me, be thou my theme, 

My native Hampshire ; thy sweet talleys gay, 
Trees, spires, and cots, that in the brilliant ray 

Confusedly glitter like a morning dream. 

And thou, fair forest, lovely in thy shades ; 
Thy oaks majestic o'er the billows pale [glades, 

High spreading their green arms; or the deep 
Where the dark holly, arm'd with prickly mail, 

Shelters the yellow fern and tufted blades, 
That sigh responsive to the sighing gale. 

- MISS MTTFORD. 

Burns ! not the fairy songster's painted wings. 

Shaking from firy plumes Columbiah dews, 

Can match the changeful splendour of thy Muse. 
Now melting Tenderness resistless flings 
Delightful sorrow; now quick-flashing springs 

The patriot glow; now Wit the smile renews; 

Now Love with Fancy blends his gayest hues, 
And Reason's self lies captive whilst he sings. 

Idol and victim of a heartless train. 
Bold was thy rhyme, impetuous, sparkling, clear; 

Not Ariosto's, no, nor ^hakspeare's strain 
Could sooner raise or sooner quell the tear : 

One only tear thy magic cannot chain, — 
Bums ! Bums ! for thee it falls, thee on thy bier. 

BOSS BOTFORD. 

VOL. m. 3 b 
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Bear natiye brook ! wild streamlet of the west ! 

How many yarious-fated years have pass'd, 

What happy and what moumfiil hours since last 
I tfkimm'd the smooth thin stone along thy breast, 
Numbering its light leaps ! yet so deep impress'd 
Sink the sweet scenes of childhood, that mine eyes 

I 'never shut amid the sunny ray, 
But straight with all their tints thy waters rise, 

Thy crossing plank, thy marge with willows gray 
And bedded sand that, vein'd with yarious dyes, 
Gleam*d through thy bright transparence! On 
my way, 

Visions of childhood ! oft have ye beguiled 
Lone manhood's cares, yet waking fondest sighs. 

Ah ! that once more I were a careless child ! 

COLERIDGE. 

fS^c t^t lE()cnlng Bainhotn. 

Mild arch of promise ! on the evening sky 
Thou shinest fair, with many a lovely ray, 
Each in the other melting. Much mine eye 
Delights to linger on thee ; for the day. 

Changeful and many-weather'd, seem'd to smile, 
Flashing brief splendour thro* the skies awhile, 
, Then deepened dark anon, and fell in rain. 

But pleasant is it now to pause, and view 

Thy changeful tints of frail and watery hue. 
And think the storm shall not return again. 
Such is the smile that Piety bestows 

On the good man's pale cheek, when he in peace. 
Departing gently from a world of woes. 

Anticipates the realm where sorrows cease. 

SOUTHEY. 
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Oh, he is worn with toil ! the big drops run 

Down his dark cheek : hold, hold thy merciless 
hand, 

Pale tyrant! for beneath thy hard command 
Overwearied Nature sinks. The scorching sun, 
As pitiless as proud Prosperity, 

Darts on him his fidl beams ; gasping he lies 

Arraigning with his looks the patient skies, 
While that inhuman trader lifts on high 
The mangling scourge. Oh, ye who at your ease 

Sip the blood-sweeten'dbeyerage ! thoughts like 
these 
Haply ye scorn : I thank thee, gracious God ! 

That I do feel upon my cheek the glow 
Of indignation,.when beneath the rod 

A sable brother writhes in silent woe. 

SOUTHEY. 

Fair is the rising mom, when o'er the sky 

The orient Sun expaiids his roseate ray ; 
And lovely to the bard's enthusiast eye 

Fades the meek radiance of departing day. 
But fairer is the smile of one we love 

Than all the scenes in Nature's ample sway ; 
And sweeter than the music of the grove 
The voice that bids Us welcome. Such delight, 
Edith, is mine— escaping to thy sight 

From the hard durance of the empty throng. 
Too swiftly then towards the silent night. 

Ye hours of happiness, ye speed along : 
While I, from all the world's cold caret apart, 
Pour, out the feelings of my burden'd heart. 

SOUTHEY. 



I 
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tSo QSinter. 

A WRINKLED crabbed man they pictare thee, 

Old Winter; with a ragged beard as gray 
As the long moss upon the apple-tree ; 

Close muffled up, and on thy dreary way, 
(Blue lipp'd, an ice-drop at thy sharp blue nose), 
Plodding alone through sleet and drifting snows ! 
They should have drawn thee by the high-heap'd 
hearth. 

Old Winter ! seated in thy great-arm'd chair, 
Watching the children at their Christmas mirth ; 

Or circled by them, as thy lips declare 
Some merry jest, or tale of murder dire. 

Or troubled spirit that disturbs the night ; 
Pausing at times to move the languid fire ; 

Or taste the Old October, brown and bright. 

SOUTHEY. 

Youth ! as thou read'st some celebrated page, 

Where fancy all her charmful powers display'd, 
Hast thou not cursed thy star with impious rage 

That sunk thee a dull cipher in the shade ? 
Ah ! fairer far thy calm inglorious lot. 

Sweeter, though uninspired, thy leaden sleep. 
And, though by Fame's obstreperous trump forgot. 

On thy green turf each neighbouring swain will 
weep. 
He who those polish'd lines so well could form 

Was Passion's slave, was Indiscretion's child ; 
Now, earth-enamour'd, groveling with the worm. 

Now, seraph-plumed,'mid ether wandering wild : 
From his lone grave the traveller turns aside ; 
Youth! by his own red hand thy envied favourite 

died. T. DERMODY. 



SONNETS. S7S 

AH,cease to grieye !<^-what though thy lonely home 

Boast not the storied hall or roof high wrought; 

What though no Parian column richly fraught 
Rear her bold head beneath the swelling dome ? 
This be thy lot — beneath yon aged oak, 

Nigh the green valley and the murmuring rill. 

Where the cliff beetles and where towers the hill, 
Where the wood darkens shall thy cottage smoke. 
There, fired to rapture, shalt thou fold the fair, 

l^halt drink the breathings of her secret sigh ; 
As flung on ether floats her golden hair, 

And wildly wanton rolls her azure eye. 
Eve and the hours of bliss shall Friendship share, 

Nor shall the Muse thy modest mansion fly. 

DR. DRAKE. . 



^0 t})t Jtig^^tingaTc* 

Melodious Philomela ! pleased I hear 

In the lone woods thy love-resounding lay, 
Where the world's din, like thunder from afar, 

Just mutters in the wind, and dies away. 
Known to a few loved friends these shades among. 

Close treasured from the noisy crowd, like thee, 
I'd chant the rural or the moral song, 

In native wood-notes warbling v^ld and free. 
Heaven never form'd me for the world's affairs, 
Too much a foe to all its strife and cares. 

Content with little in obscure repose. 
To life's high storm-vex'd top let others rise ; 
Low in the vale my lot more safely lies. 

Nor heeds which way the raging tempest blows. 

REV. H. MOORE. 
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AunGHTT Gold ! whom magic charms dispense 

Worth to the worthless, to the graceless grace, 
To cowards yalour, and to blockheads sense. 

And to the wither*d maid a Hebe's face, 
^oor Lore exiled, thou sitfst on Hymen's throne ; 

Thou mlest the court, the senate, and the bar; 
And though the church thy Deity disown, 

Seme whisper thou hast priest and altar there. 
All human charities, all laws divine 
Deluded mortals offer at thy shrine ; 

O thou supreme, like Fate, to kill or save ! 
To thy yast empire what is wanting more? 
' Nought,' sighs Araro, ' had it but the power 

To silence conscience, and to bribe the grave.' 

REV. H. MOORE. 



Jfpo fond the world's applause to gain, 

Say, will the purchase quit the cost ? 
What you with endless toil obtain 

May in a moment all be lost. 
Fame oft is like a vernal flower, 

Which sheds awhile a sweet perfume, 
But time may shake it from its bower, 

Or envy blast the brushing bloom. 
But, friend ! the glory that proceeds 
From noble aims, from generous deeds. 
Will ever flourish fresh and fair 

In the bright gardens of the sky ; 
Old Time can never enter there, 

And Envy cannot soar so high. 

REV. H. MOORE. 



SONKBTt. HC 

As thus appress'd with many a heiTy care 
(Though young yet sorrowful), 1 turn my feet 
To tbe dark woodland, — longing mach to gifet 
The form of Peace, if chance she Bojoums there, — 
Deep thought and dismal, verging to despair, 
Fills my aad breast: and tired with thlaTUQ coil 
I ehrink diamay'd before life's apland toil, 
And as amid the leaves the erening air 

Whispers still melody, I think, ere long. 
When I no more can hear, these woods will speak 1 
And then a sad smile ptajs npau my cheek. 

And mournful phantasies upon me throng : 
And I do think with a most strange delight 
On the calm slumbers of the dead man's night. 



till ffionsumptiott. ', 

Gently, most gently on thy victim's head. 
Consumption, lay thine hand ! Iiet me decay 
Like the expiring lamp, unseen, away, 

And softly go to slumber with tbe dead! 

And if 'tis true what holy men have said 
That strains angelic oft foretell the day 
Of death to those good men who fall thy prey, 

O, let the' aerial music round my bed 

Dissolving slow in dying symphony 

Whisper the solemn warning to my ear : 

That 1 may bid my weeping friends good bye 
Ere I depart upon niy journey drear ; 

And, smiling faintly on the painful past, 

Gonpose my decent head, and breathe m; last. 
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V>n tie Dect) «f Ij^ettcp fHixlut GUftite* 

Mavrr m> early of the Tarioiu lyre, 

* Energ^c, pure, sublime 1' Thus art thou gone, 

In its bright dawn of fame that spirit flown 
Which breathed such sweetness, tenderness, and 
Wert thou but shown to win us to admire [fire ! 

And veil in death thy splendour ? — But unknown 

Their destination who least time have shone 
And brightest beam'd ! When these the'Etemal Sire 
— ^Righteous and wise anct good are all his ways — 

Eclipses, as their sun begins to rise, 
Can mortal judge, for their diminished days 

What bless'd equivalent in changeless skies, 
What sacred glory waits them? His the praise : 

Gracious, whatever he gives ; whatever denies. 

CAPEL LOFFT. 



Swift flew the bounding bark along the tide. 

Whose emerald' waters flash'd in snowy spray 
Beneath the keel ; the seabirds that beside 

Now rose, now fell, o*er the deep ocean way 
Still floated with our course : the sim from high 

Shone sparkling in blue ether, and the gale, 
That with fresh breath came whispering pleasantly, 

Sweird full the swanlike bosom of the sail : 
But oh ! when, skirting the round seas, the shore 

Of ancient liberty emerged to view ; 
That scenery calm and beautiful no more 

Was heeded ; but so strong impatience grew 
In every limb, methoughtthe deck moved slow, 
Anfi. the reluctant wind had ceased to blow. 

C. A. ELTON. 
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Beneath these beetling cliffs, from age to age 

Immoyable, whose ramparts have withstood 
The thunder's shivering stroke, and the white rage 

Of qcean, rolling its incessant flood, 
I sit ; and on the verge of azure sky 

Trace the far sail ; or mark the seagull glide 
Above the shadow'd sands ; or tranquilly [tide : 

Watch the slow breeze rippling the dark blue 
Here man is then himself: I feel thee now, 

Exalting Independence ! who could rest 
Beneath this giant rock's o'ervaulting brow. 

Lengthening in shadow on the billow's breast; 
Could gaze yon boundless amplitude of sea, . 
Yon marble space of air, and not be free ? 

C. A. ELTON. 



Bless'd be the Spring's return : for as I pass 

These hedge-rows, where the verdure-budding 
gem 
Studs the brown spray, and under tufts of grass 

The primrose, sweetly pallid, clothes the stem. 
Sensation keenly feels the balmy power 

Gladdening die pulse of life : there is no tree 
Whose gradual greenness tips the boughs, nor 
flower 

Whose bell the dewdrop holds, but yields to me 
Anticipated joy : oh heavenly sweet 

Illusion ! that the blank world- wearied breast 
Can for a moment from itself retreat 

To outward pleasantness, and be at rest I 
A fresh existence from the sunny air 
Steals through the brighten'd eyes, for hope is 
there. c. a. elton. 
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Latklt at afternoon, the son hot-shining, 

Flu8h*d with the grape, and in poetics deep ; 
On a soft Bofo carelessly reclining, 

Tuning new sonnets, lo ! I dropp*d asleep. 
Through the vine-bower'd windows then inclining, 

My mistress from the garden chanced to peep ;. 
And left her lilies with the heat repining, 

On tiptoe to my cool recess to creep. 
She read the Terse for her sweet self intended : 

We must, indeed, she said, those lips salute, 

Which blushingly do use such modest suit, - 
That maiden meekness cannot be offended : 

She kissed, I waked — ^how eloquently mute 
Her eyes, her blushes the sweet fault defended. 

LEFTLY, 



fHo 9R. ICobcn, iS$Ki* isingitig to ^mll's jfStiuiic. 

While my young cheek retains its youthful hues 

And I have many friends who hold me dear, 

Lovell, methinks I would not often hear 
Such melodies as thine ; lest I should lose 
All memory of the wrongs and sore distress 

For which my miserable brethren weep. 

But should uncomforted misfortunes steep 
My daily bread in tears and bitterness ; 
And if at Death's dread moment I should lie 

With no beloved face by my bed-side 
To fix the last glance of my closing eye ; 

O God, such strains breathed by my angel-guide 
Would make me pass the cup of anguish by, 

Mix with the bless'd, nor know that I had died. 

ANONYMOLS. 
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Malvern, thy beetling cliffs, that pierce the cloud, 

Majestic rise. With patient step and slow 

We mount, and shudder at the gulf below. 
Full on the sight romantic visions crowd ; 

Knoll above knoll uprears its knotty brow ; 
While tints of tender or luxuriant green 

On the slope vale's enameled bosom glow; 
And smiling harvests float in gold between. 

Of Cambria's hills we trace the shadowy height, 
Ken tapering spires half dipp'd in azure sky : 

While with gay wreaths, and fleecy blossoms 
Pomona sings her fragrant vintage nigh, [dight, 

Inhale, ye languid nymphs, this genial air; 

Taste the pure lymph, and feel that health is 
there. anonymous.. 



I ask'd of Time what gallant feats must claim 
(Maugre his biting sithe and idle rage) 
Proud station, blazed on history's glowing page 7 

Sullen he scowls, and would efface the name ; 

But as the fiend his hoary wings upbore 

I spied Trafalgar's peak and rocky shore. 
I ask'd of Atfe, who her ravenous maw 

Had gorged most with carnage, wreck, and spoil? 

Who best had loved his giant course of toil 
To run? whose pendant gave old Ocean law? 

Came forth a voice — * What boots it this to know ? 
My shaft's unerring barb, in yonder fight. 
Pierced through this living tower of patriot 
mi^t; 

Ask you his name t Oo read a nation's woe.' 

ANONYMOUS. 
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9o an ^di blotm Uotrni IbQ tf^ astintf* 

Thou who, unmoyed, hast heard the whirlwind 
chide 

Full many a winter round thy craggy bed ; 

And, like an earthbom giant, hast outspread 
Thy hundred arms and heaven's own bolt defied, 
Now liest along thy native mountain's side 

Uptom ; yet deem not that I come to shed 

The idle drops of pity o'er thy head. 
Or basely to insult thy blasted pride : 

No — still 'tis thine, though fallen, imperial Oak i 
To teach this lesson to the wise and brave. 

That 'tis much better, overthrown and broke 
In Freedom's cause, to sink into the grave. 

Than, in submission to a tyrant's yoke, 
Like the yil£ reed, to bow and be a slave. 

ANONYMOUS. 
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